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Introductory 



IN offering this little volume of verses to the public 
reader, I am sure I shall agrree with the majority 
in pronouncing it to be without merits in any par- 
ticular direction, but as the verses are the result of 
spare hours and personal observations and I lay no 
claim to literary attainments, I may perchance find 
gratification in the knowledge that a few readers share 
some of my thoughts and views. 

The motive that may have inspired me for perpetu- 
ating, for a time at least, some of these verses, is the 
anticipatory passing away, in name at least, of the old 
historic town of Economy, made famous by the Rap- 
pist or Harmony Society, whose surviving wealth fur- 
nished food for tempters and usurpers, whose disre- 
gard for truth I have attempted to exploit and thus 
provide for this religious but naive sect of chiliasts a 
monument which a coterie of money- mad, soulless 
usurpers have denied them. This latter matter would 
furnish a most excellent theme for our present day so- 
cialists and teach them that the human heart will ever 
be the dwelling house for good and evil, which neither 
organization, law nor government can change. Already 
the town of Economy is officially merged with Am- 
bridge, and its name will soon pass into oblivion, much 
to the gratification of those who have despoiled its 
character and appropriated its wealth, and who are 
ever on the alert to invent means and new names 
tending to veil the channels of recollection. I have 
made no attempt at any artistic effect in these verses, 
and at best the kind reader will ever bear in mind that 
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it is the work of an amateur, and if some of my 
verses should meet with only a few admirers, I shall 
be amply compensated in the knowledge of having 
spent some of the leisure hours of my life usefully. 

One piece in especial, "A Beaver County Morality 
Play," I would bring to the attention of the reader for 
the purpose of Justifying and in a sense explaining the 
cause of the publication of this volume of verses to 
demonstrate present-day manifestations of present-day 
leaders in church and society, how professional lawyers 
may knowingly defend a criminal and in their capacity 
as Sunday School teachers instill into the hearts of 
youth the principles of right and wrong, while their 
own hearts are filled with greed and corruption. How 
they will walk from the court house, the palace of jus- 
tice, where they have defended the criminal, of whose 
spoils they have knowingly partaken and whose thiev- 
ery they have shared on a percentage basis, to the 
church and Sunday School, there to exploit and define 
the noblest law, the law of God, which only a few 
minutes previous, they have for pay, denied. Vile hy- 
pocrisy! Will it endure forever? The subject of the 
above sketch, "A Beaver County Morality Play," is the 
now extinct Harmony Society of Economy, Pennsylvania, 
a religious German sect, who believed in the immedi- 
ate coming of Christ in accordance with the Revela- 
tion of our Holy Scriptures, Chapter 20, verse 4: "And 
I saw thrones and they sat upon them, etc.," who, ostra- 
cised from the churches and ecclesiastical orders of 
the kingdom of Wurtemburg, emigrated to America, 
the land of unmolested worship, in the year 1803, and 
founded in Butler county, Pennsylvania, U. S. A, a 
town, which they named in accordance with their pre- 
established principles. Harmony. As with their religi- 
ous zeal they combined the fullest measure of industry, 
having nothing to live for but work and spiritual ful- 
fillment of their aspirations, their worldly requirements 
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soon exceeded the conditions of their first choice ot 
location, and they sought for a larger sphere of their 
ideals, and as a result of investigations in various di- 
rections with this object in view, they located in Posey 
county, Indiana, on the Wabash river, and called this 
new town "New Harmony." Remaining there from 1815 
to 1823 under various adverse conditions, among which 
were malaria and a neighborhood of people untaught and 
untrained to the principles of a religious sect, they, in 
1S23 to 1825 removed to and settled on land situated 
in Beaver county, Pennsylvania, on the Ohio river, 
and named this new town Economy. Prior to this, in 
the year 1809, upon the death of the wife of the Soci- 
ety's founder, John George Rapp, they, by solemn 
pledge, declared to follow in future the principles of 
celibacy, thereby hoping to attain a more perfect state 
of purity and to be better prepared for the one thousand 
years reign on earth, which the Saviour was soon to 
begin and to which He would elevate in participation 
the most pure in heart. Henceforth living as brothers 
and sisters they perpetuated their society by the ad- 
mission of new members, male and female, on the 
founder's day, the 15th day of February every year, 
each candidate having passed through one year's previ- 
ous probation under the observation of already in- 
stalled members. For the purpose of caring for their 
affairs a council of nine of their members was elected, 
out of which in turn were elected two members as 
trustees to care for their spiritual and secular welfare. 
Their hearts devoid of treachery, they assumed no fel- 
low being to be treacherous, and found consolation in 
their perpetuity, in the event that the Lord should 
defer His coming in Article VI. of their Constitution: — 
"It is hereby distinctly and absolutely declared and 
provided that all the property, real, personal or mixed 
which was or hereafter shall be held or acquired by 
any trustee or trustees or person under them, is and 
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shall be deemed the common property of the said soci- 
ety, and each trustee now or hereafter appointed, here- 
by disclaims all personal interest in the present re- 
sources and future earnings of the society other than 
that of a member thereof, according to the articles of 
association hereby re-established and according to the 
present agreement." 

In witness whereof, we, the undersigned members of 
the Harmony Society, who constitute the said associa- 
tion, have to these articles executed in English and 
German hereunto set our hands and seals at Economy, 
in Beaver County, this 12th day of August, A. D., 1847. 

(Here follow signatures and certificate of acknowl- 
edgement.) 

And thus amidst many trials and tribulations brought 
about by covetous persons and people unacquainted 
with their true principles, they forged forward to the 
year 1892, when on the birthday of His Lord, the 25th 
day of December, the last trustee who had the prin- 
ciples and interests of the society at heart, disappointed 
in the hope to see his Saviour on earth, joined his pred- 
" ecessors in the great beyond, there to greet Him and 
them. 

It was then that an 'army of argus-eyed, greedy, sel- 
fish manipulators stepped into this arena to divide 
among themselves the fruit of the toil of thousands, 
vast wealth honestly acquired, but naively and poorly 
guarded, and created conditions and circumstances, 
which in its wide scope adds insult to injury to those 
who would adjust claims of rightful inheritors, which 
now, only God and a never failing law of retribution 
will amend. 

As in their methods, which were ancient and prob- 
ably not in conformity to present day ideals, as well 
as the practice of celibacy, the germs of decay were 
perhaps planted by the adoption of this principle, there 
was no reason why the dissolution could not have been 
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accomplished in a way and by methods honest and 
equitable, like the former society of Zoarites, located 
at Zoar, Ohio. When the last named society discov- 
ered that elements over which they could exercise no 
control, had crept into their midst, and the younger 
{generation was not so ready to assimilate the old, now 
considered rusty ideals, they appealed to the compe- 
tent tribunals for dissolution and division on equitable 
basis of their accumulated wealth. 

Had the last survivors of the Harmony Society, 
whose members were being rapidly reduced by the wily 
machinations of those administering their affairs and 
their advisers and confederates, adopted for the sake 
of justice and right to those whose ancestors had 
earned and accumulated this wealth, the plan of the 
^aforementioned Zoarites, the spirit of Harmony by which 
the old society was held in bounds, even though the 
concrete form would have fallen victim to modernism, 
would have lived forever and would have set to those 
who had honestly and honorably discharged their func- 
tions in the administration of the society's affairs, an 
everlasting and blissful monument, which by their own 
inexcusable and condemnable acts they have forfeited. 

The other verses, meritless as they are, are deserving 
of no comment. However, I may pertinently remark 
that the majority of subjects for these verses have 
been gathered within the precincts of Beaver county. 

BY THE AUTHOR. 
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I leave a century's wealth of humble token — 
Till He will come to reigrn on earth again 

Fulfill the words prophetic He has spoken — 
I feel my powers waninfir, soon I must 

Resign my labor, and my earthly trust. 

(Old Trustee retires to Ms home €Md bed where he is oowfined 
to the end of his earthly career.) 

(Old IcMcyer is called to the sich hed and whispers to a youth 
of worldly ambition hut devoid of soul, who is present 
in the sick chamber.) 

"Go John, get ink and pen, the time is nigh 
When he will sail to join the saints in Heaven — 

His soul is well prepared, act quick so we may guide 
His hand, though cold, to which seal may be given — 

Go, get our squire so he may place his seal 
And pay him well so he dares not reveal." 

(John with scintillating spark of conscience left) 

**la not this more than God and man will cherish. 

May not a curse pursue this daring deed 
Pursue me till my life, this wealth will perish — 

If to your word and council I pay heed? 
Will not suspicion in a world of hate 

Ask why this trust should not perpetuate 
Or why the kin of those who toilful wrought 

Should lose their share in this communal pot?" 

(Susan, John's wife, devoid of conscience and soul, excitedly) 

"Go, John, retire; coward at heart as ever, 

I'll tolerate no cowardly retreat — 
The burdens fall on me; and if we sever — 

I'll hold this trust till we again shall meet, 
A reign of thousand years will not inspire 

My fancy, when this wealth I may acquire — 
Go, get the serfs so they in truth may witness 

The sad event and his last word and name — 
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MORALITY PLAY 17 

Speak silvery words to them, we need their friendship- 
Till time of doubts bereft, reveals our claim — 

The Peasants — Well, our lawyers will declare 
To them their hopeless light — They must beware, 

And if some more enlightened breathe a song 
We have the money that will still their tongue. 

The imbecile and feeble we will send 
To our own home in charity's intent — 

Who dares to doubt the right of a trustee. 
Or wife to guide a trust of charity?" 

(Old lawyer joined by Ma son, a young lawyer.) 

"Not quite so fast, there are still mounts to climb. 
Which, speechless, we resign to chance and time; 

Go now and leave, John, gather no more moss 
Here, trust your wife's unselfish, noble cause, 

But ere you leave assign this check to me — 
One hundred thousand, 'tis a trifling fee. 

(John aigna ready to go) 

(Squire and aecret agenta formerly «n hia employ appear) 

Squire — 

"Where's my reward for faithful work as spy 
In homes, among the people, to declare 

Your noble purpose, critics to defy, 
Lose my own docket with the greatest care, 

That some unpleasant things recorded there 
Might not your auditor nor you ensnare? 

One hundred thousand — 'tis a trifling fee 
To measure with what you have gained by me! 

(John bartering) 

One hundred thousand with the records dead. 
Pshaw! 'tis the height of folly's impudence 

To speak of threat with you yourself ensnared 
No! no! vile threat will ne'er your claim enhance. 
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(Squire discouraged and stammering) 

Well, twenty then, with promises forever 
To guide, protect me, so our cause don't sever. 

(John vigorous) 

Twenty, good wishes and my hand to you 
That speaks protection, au revoir, adieu! 

(John making a hasty attempt to leave) 
(John's faithful hook-keeper and auditor) 

Not yet my Lord, tarry one minute more 
So your own hand may write your servant's share 

Of lucre gained, for verily 'tis sore 
For me ingratitude as such to bear — 

Two hundred thousand, 'tis a trifling fee 
I'or work as intricate as fell to me. 

(John to himself) 

Ah! ah! 'tis true, and while the price seems high, 
(Whispering) Ungrateful wretch! his claim I can't defy. 

(Auditor) 

And yet in odds and ends, in franchise claims 
My name must figure on the list of names. 

(John) 

Granted! but now let me in peace depart 
Lest my own purse be lighter than my heart; 

Let me enwrap my soul in music's strain 
Till, peaceful, some day I'll see you again. 

(John's faithful constable) 

And Where's my share, would grateless you be rid 
Of your most faithful slave that e'er served Lord 

Without reward? I who kept down the lid 
Of wicked tongues I could lift with one word. 

Would you with lucre's weight thus go away. 
Leave unrewarded me, a helpless prey? 
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(John, growing excited) 

Take a life's sinecure of odds and ends, 
The church, a stock of wine — ^but let's be friends. 

For 'tis in truth a cursed friendship's tie 
That binds us if grave peril we'd deny? 

(John taking his head between his hands) (to himself) 

Cursed tricky counsellors' schemes have closed the trap 
From which my heavy heart would fain escape! 

With heavy fetters evil counsellor's say 
Has bound a homeless, helpless, restless prey! 

I leave behind ambition, trust and friend 
For filthy lucre, heaven knows the end! 

(John to lawyers) 

And if with conscience blurred my fame descends 
Will you abide with me as faithful friends? 

(Spokesman for lawyers) 

To future we must trust this last reply. 
Let calm this question with the future die; 

Agrain I say there are still mounts to climb 
Which, speechless, we resign to chance and time; 

Yourself must bear all of your action's fruit — 
We're counsellors of the law — 'tis our pursuit 

To hide, pervert this trust we have attained 
All that from present status can be gained, 

And if again attack comes as it must 
We'll help you fight all claimants to this trust. 

But to prevent attack — such hopeless task 
You should resign to reason and not ask — 

Our legal skill defends oft thieves and frauds 
Successful, and sets them of fetters free; 

To murderers or saints we offer aid. 
Depending on dimensions of the fee — 

Future involves this problem — ^ask no more, 
We know not what for you it has in store. 
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(John ewtending hia hand) 

Friend auditor and squire, I leave this trust 
In your most careful and precautious hands — 

Defend it to the last if fight we must, 

Make frequent titles to chattels and lands, 
Make casts and films around our work entire, 

From which our peasants hopeless will retire! 

(Multitude of voices from people toho have helped to milk this 
trust, hoping to continue their tactics after the coup) 

(To John, who becomes nervous to leave) 

Don't be too hasty, sir, show us the way 
To ammunition's store to fight this fray; 

And if perchance opponent's star should rise, 
We need your store to guide us to advice; 

Let passion not betray you to the thoughts 
Of careless future free of rocks and knots; 

To keep our friendship you must needs provide 
Us with some cash and favors on the side. 

(John ewcited, disturbed) 

Go to my counsellors, auditor and squire 
For words and aid — "they know" — ^I must retire! 

(John leaves — All but the lawyers shout) 

Hurrah! Success! perdition to all fools 
Who in our grasp are but as helpless tools! 

(Lawyers, wamingly) 

Pray do not shout! silence be your parole 
Lest to this act you might contribute toll! 

(All but the lawyers and auditor leave) 

(Two gentlemen, land speculators, join the lawyers for a 
conference) 

(Newsboy toith ewtra shouts: All about the passing of title to 
a great trust estate. It is alleged the trustees, a few 
sycophants a/nd the trustees* lawyers divide the spoils 
— Trustees claim the society was bcmkrupt.) 



MORALITY PLAY 21 



(One of the itoo new arrivals buys two copies and follows the 
newsboy to the door fastening it on the inside) 

(Addressing one of the lawyers) 

It caused quite a sensation, this new deal, 
I heard some fool call it a downright steal, 

And if assuming it my name's involved, 
I'll never touch it — that I am resolved. 

(The other gentleman) 

*Tls dangerous work, but if the pay is high 
I'll act as agent, but don't want to buy! 

(Both together) 

Or we must find a third man of our class 
To form a corporation that will pass. 

And then to hold sufficient for to meet 
Emergencies to cover safe retreat; 

But if we do assume — our pay should be 
One hundred thousand — ^*tis a trifling fee! 

(Auditor to both gentlemen) 

Outrageous! that your weak eyes should look 
Thus on this matter, open as a book! 

We have the money, give you guaranty 
On tracts desired by you as needs should be; 

I am myself in this the engineer. 
Should you then hesitate or have a fear? 

Have trust in me, without help, work or loan 
I earned two hundred thousand — ^'tis my own! 

(Gentlemen turn to the lawyers) 

Will you defend this title if we try 
To base our action on this last reply? 

(Spokesman for lawyers) 

We will defend; but you need not engage 
A lawyer in this matter's present stage. 
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(Contracts are signed for the sale of lands; and lands sold — 
money forwarded to the trustees, who together with 
their numerous confederates squander hundreds of thou- 
sands in prodigal living. A few years pass and two 
peasants, poor, but honest, enquire successively at the 
squires', lawyers', and auditors' for the whereabouts of 
the la^t trustee of this society. 

(Peasant and presumptive heir to the estate addressing the 
squire) 

Our fathers tentative to sacred laws 
Once formed a trust perpetual to aspire 

For heaven's revelation, and its cause, 
Enkindling: their own hearts with sacred fire; 

With sacred fire they burned their kinship's tree. 
And sought in hope, bliss and posterity; 

A century comfortless passed by, in vain 
They hoped for Christ to come and reign again. 

But lo! A serpent's brood their bosom reared. 
Which hearts immune from poison never feared, 

And as they thence departed one by one. 
Filled with that hope they'd set their lives upon. 

They left of earthly treasures gleaned with tears 
Vast wealth unstained by toil of hundred years; 

Since trustless in this wealth which tears hath sown, 
We came to claim which rightful is our own! 

(Squire stuttering and trembling) 

I know not what you say nor what became 
Of him on whom you think you have a claim; 

But I'd advise you let this matter rest. 
If you but know what for yourselves is best. 

(Prospective heirs presenting themselves to the lawyers) 

We came to lift this artificial crust 
That seems to cover our estate, the trust. 

(Lawyer) 

The carcasse that your ancestors had sown 
If they were such, has since decayed and flown; 
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No more is left but trifling bits of bait 
Which stirred, cause stench — ^I'd warn you to abate. 

(Prospective heirs presenting themselves to the auditor) 

We came to offer help as rightful heirs 
Of trusts that needs must cause you cumbrous cares. 

(Auditor excited) 

A trust! what trust? You must be mad, 
If earnestly you mean all you have said; 

Hopeless expenditures this vast estate 
Belabored, till its rescue proved too late. 

The trifle left above adjustment's cost 
Was entered into a book that since was lost; 

A hopeless task on your part, I am sure. 
Searching to solve which, trust me, '11 make you poor 

I'll wager, our attorneys, if you ask — 
We keep the best — say: Hopeless is your task! 

(Second peasant and prospective heir) 

Impossible that sacred sacrifice 

Be made to fall as vile deception's price! 

(Auditor fierce in attitude and words) 

Prove, if you can, your ancestors to be 
Linked by some pledge to their posterity. 

And did not they in solemn words abjure 
All heirs to make their heaven more secure? 

I doubt if you by kin or family tree 
Can show aught of your father's history! 

(Second peasant and prospective heir) 

If sacred zeal fall victim to design 

Of greed and vice, I vow, we're not in line; 

But yet deprived we're still akin and must 

Have claims unshared by keepers of this trust; 

For ownerless no wealth acquired may be, 
I'll now relate to you this history: 
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With pious thougrhts a little band. 

'Twas eighteen hundred and three, 
Left Wurtembergr, its fatherland, 

Pilgrims to liberty; 
Their chiliastic creed and zeal 

Forced them to bid their homes farewell. 
In foreign land to serve the Liord, 

Await fulfillment of His word; 
And in their hearts so simple, naive, 

A fire of passion burned, 
A Are that conquers death and grave. 

Sole for seclusion yearned. 
To await, prepare, prepare, await 

The coming of the Lord in state. 
Who'd make of humble hearts His peers 

To reign with Him one thousand years. 
TJnbounded strength their common zeal 

Instilled within their cause, 
•Their spirit moved from hill to dell 

In wheels less rust or moss; 
Yet oft their frugal bill of fare 

Comprised but water, bread and prayer 
For strength, to hold their station 

And overcome temptation. 
Amidst such fortitude of mind 

Concentrate in its aims 
The wealth of heaven and earth combined. 

Took root and staked its claims; 
Their patriarchal joy to see 

Their brethren in prosperity. 
Invoked God's bliss from heaven above 

In ties of harmony and love. 
But lo! Grim death called them to rest — 

Unostentatious sleep! 
No flower, no tombstone marks their crest. 

No mourners left to weep, 
The last of George Rapp's "Harmony" 
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Sleeps peaceful in Economy, 
How longr? Should selfish grreed uncurbed 

Prevail, their rest will be disturbed. 
A century's wreath their crown adorned 

To warrant future's course. 
With records needless to be mourned 

Nor savoring of remorse: 
So, humbly as they lived, they died 

And left their blessing to abide 
With those to whom they gave in care 

Their work and temporal affair. 
Alas, poor Rapp! your pious pact 

Fell victim to the snares 
Of evil eyes prone to detract 

Its spirit into theirs. 
They've sold the motto most admired 

And wealth by humble sweat acquired 
With sacred zeal, is stamped in woe 

A communistic fiasco. 

(Lawyer tmiUng, addressing both peasa/nts) 

I've listened to the wisdom of your word, 
Now, pray, your name so my pen may record 

Or, if you choose, let first your friend unveil 
Some ancient lore of this most splendid tale! 

(Second pectaant a/nd prospeotive heir) 

Your smile breathes contempt, sir, but yet you'll seek 

With ease the name of whom I now would speak. 
For he it was and those who sought his fold 

That made your name and filled your purse with gold; 
I vow that you, minus this sinecure. 

Together with your tribe would still be poor; 
Remember, sir, that contempt don't appease 

An all -observant, vengeful nemesis; 
Now listen to this truth — ^'tis not a tale. 

To recognize which, your own heart can't fail: 



26 MORALITY PLAY 



"Through the village rides the leader, 

Eagle-eyed he sits astride 
His gray steed, a switch of cedar 

Fastened to the saddle side. 
Monarch's pride bespeaks his bearing, 

Looks determined seem to say: 
Who defies my will and daring. 

Is there one who doubts my sway? 
Yet in traces of his sternness 

Lay humility's pious strain. 
Instilling fear into the coward. 

Into the hopeful trust and gain. 
Brawny arms are busy building. 

When afar his steed's discerned. 
Moving scythes their strength are wielding, 

When his coming they have learned; 
Strength of muscle and devotion 

Seeks to rival, love and fear 
Sets each arm and heart in motion, 

When the gray steed's neigh they hear. 
For love and fear was their foundation, 

Trust in God and leader's skill, 
Hope for strengthening this relation, 

Hope their mission to fulfill. 
Thus a group strong in devotion 

And in purpose undefiled. 
Came from far across the ocean, 

Settling here in regions wild; 
Strong in physique, mind and morals 

They began with vigorous hand 
To turn deserts into florals. 

Forests into meadowland. 
Cfnretrenched in trust and patience. 

Laboring on to see fulfilled 
Their fond hopes, content with rations 

Scanty, till their lands were tilled. 
With this master of all passion. 
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Hunger, as associate, 
They retired in pilgrim's fashion, 

Worked and prayed from dawn to late; 
Ever trusting, ever hoping 

He would come, who stills all fears. 
Minister and stay amongst them. 

Reign with them one thousand years. 
Nightly tears in supplication 

To their coverlets quietly stole. 
When deferred realization 

Of their dreams had reached its goal. 
Years of long, ceaseless endeavor, 

Days of anguish came and passed. 
But to see the prayed for favor 

Foiled and they themselves harrassed. 
Friend and kinship lost its favor 

In their love for zeal and cause, 
In their search and wild endeavor 

To see Him, who bore the cross. 
But the time came when their leader 

Bowed by time of ninety years, 
Unfulfilled his hope to see Him, 

Sought his rest 'midst quiet tears. 
Foiled in hope they labored onward. 

Vigor worldly sought its space 
In their hearts, devotion heavenward 

Lost, competing in its race. 
Wealth with tears and deprivation 

Amassed, furnished bait and snares 
For corrupt heart's inclination. 

Victims naive and unawares. 
Soon a pirate federation 

Embellished with legal skill. 
Formed, bent sole on meditation 

Their shark mission to fulfill. 
To devour the sweat- drenched treasure, 

Spoil it within sound and sight. 
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Fill to overflow their measure, 

Mock aloud all claims for right. 
But the spirit of the fathers 

Followed north, east, south and west. 
Everywhere, but humbly pleading. 

Share this wealth, but give us rest! 
Heedless died these supplications. 

Hearts corrupt had closed their ears, 
Mad pursuit and usurpation 

Had killed all sense of right or fears. 
Hence aroused, these shadows follow 

Vengeful, stern, in close pursuit. 
Till returned are ship and pirates, 

And fair justice reaps its fruit. 

(Heirs retire) 

A communication is sent to the o^U>ials of the State Depart- 
ment attracting their attention to the unique coup 
d'etat. 

State officials meet in conference, one of whom speaks: 

It is impossible to thus permit 
A few adventurers to steal a vast estate 

Without a semblance of a deed or writ. 
Save those from trust to trust, extinct of late, 

The title doubtless rests within our state 
By equity and statutes of escheat. 

(All officials concur in this opinion and a request for an ac- 
counting is made 5y them of the trustees,) 

(Terror is struck to the hearts of the conspirators a^d theff 
meet in secret conference. One of the participants, a 
lawyer who has fattened at the crib of this society, acts 
as spokesman.) 

Alas! 'tis true, part of our dreams is air 
Which sun or hurricane would fain dispel, 

But why yield all to fear and dread dispair 
While witty lawyer's tongue doth right excel; 
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With wit and oath there's many chances left 
Before of wealth and power we're bereft. 

(Whispering to Mmaelf:) 

Unpleasant task, these vile discoveries. 
But what of that, ru earn my loss in fees. 

(Auditor with pathos) 

Cursed be the man who dared to interfere 
In thinsrs whose sailinsr ausured smooth and clear. 

(Trustee John and his wife, Susan, wringing their hands) 

Too bad, too bad, who would have thousrht that suck 
Apparent warnings could amount to much; 

He who just spoke said 'twas a finished game, 
And now we go to poverty and shame. 

Woe unto him who stealthy seeks to win 
A price in which a lawyer plays akin! 

(Lawyer meditating, then ohuokUng to himself inspired by a 
new idea) 

There's still a chance since law was made for man. 

Men's brains, men's money make, maintain the laws. 
We have this wealth, to keep it is the plan 

We must pursue in virtue shorn of flaws. 
No one would dare suspect our noble scheme 

If we demand a clean reformed regime. 
Disciples by the score will want to be 

Actors in this game of morality; 
While others prone our changes to defy. 

Our conscience fund, in honor bound, will buy 
A new regime— and we'll prepare a slate 

Of men who'll smile, but won't investigate. 

(A messenger is sent forth to some lawyers and preachers for 
the purpose of founding a neto political party: The 
combination completed, meetings of this new political 
party are held — lawyers and preachers appealing to the 
masses for morality and reform.) 
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Every man who has shared in the disruption of this 
trust, and whose interests demand the preventing of 
disclosures, gather around the new political banner. 
Meetings are held at which the wily spokesmen appeal 
to the masses for morality and reform, when at one of 
the meetings a prospective proselyte is approached, who 
refuses to join the new party, and upon still being 
urged, asks permission to recite to the meeting a par- 
able, when, permission obtained, he proceeds in the fol- 
lowing strain: 

On a stage of political chaos 
A fox full of cunning and smile, 

Cast his eyes to survey his chances for prey 
In old foxological style. 

Methodical in meditation, 
He knew all old tricks of the stage, 

How his victims to slay, and yet not to betray 
Himself as its villain and sage. 

In one hand he carried the token 
Of charity, truth and its place, 

His denouncement of vice and his own sacrifice 
For betterment, virtue and grace. 

The lovers of virtue came hasty 
To join this great leader and star. 

With kind words of extol they call for their role 
In this holy and virtuous war. 

Yet his other hand closely holds hidden 
A pact that the devil's own brain 

Conceived in an hour of evil and power, 
And concluded for lucre and gain. 

The pact and "reform" are the weapons 
With which this sly fox plays his role, 

With reform's high ideals he smoothly appeal a 
To the voter to reach his own goal. 

Through the pact's filthy gain he induces 
And oils his smooth orator's tongue, 
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Who enthused by its gain preaches hope to attain 
Reform, and the logic of wrong. 

To hide u big steal they leave parent. 
Political party and creed, 

They attempt and dare their own state to ensnare 
With pretenses to satisfy greed. 

To prevent and mar investigation 
Of their steal they shout and storm. 

They attack state and laws to further their cause 
With pretenses of party reform. 

« 

^Consternation reigns in the assembly, when a tottering old 

man with long silvery hair enters, representing truth, 

upon whose appearance, fear is depicted on the faces 

of the leaders. He addresses the assembly as follows:) 

No plot so dark, no crime so well concealed, 

That to my searching eyes is not revealed; 
Abyssmal darkness for a time may reign. 

While innocence deprived of power may fall 
Into this abyss but to rise again 

On truth's strong wings to soar above it all; 
None festered in his heart with crime and night 

Should hope to conquer over truth and right.' 

(And the curtain fell before a newly enlightened audience of 
Keystone Party Reformers of Beaver County.) 
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The Harmomtes' Spirits Last Call 



Our old village churchyard where slumber 

Heroes of conviction; who left 
Nausrht which their own soul misrht encumber 

Nor an heirloom of bliss bereft — 
Nay, in intent that deprives and is frugal 

With true apostolic design 
They, in their lives anti- conjugal. 

Found happiness true and benign; 
Long since have their names been forgotten, 

No tombstones, no flowers mark their graves. 
Aged momentos putrid and rotten. 

Now and then some one's sympathy saves; 
Dead and gone are the toilers who wrought them. 

Dead the spirit that once did pervade 
The village, the meadows, the woodland. 

And but few things remain undecayed. 
Things that then were sacred were vested 

Since with cloaks of impure, false design, 
Shameless greed their intent has divested 

Of love, once so lofty, benign. 
Yea, the love that in truth was engendered, 

Fled when falsehood darkened its door. 
All that's noble which charity rendered 

Fell to greed instead of to the poor. 
It is thus that the old spirits tremble, 

Sad and sore at midnight's somber hour, 
When in harmony true they assemble. 

To review the progress of their dower, 
When mute they appeal to the Groddess 

Nemesis to come to their aids. 
To pursue through all spaces relentess 

Hypocrites to perdition and hades — 
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And in grrace Goddess Nemesis answers: 

Rest in peace, spirits, rest — for I hear — 
Thine petitions are humble, I grant them, 

Miscreants I'll pursue to their bier, 
And e'en there I shall not let them linger. 

Eternal my vengeance shall smite 
The sinner whose heart is corrupted. 

Who seeks to turn crime into right. 
And thus spake the Goddess, departing; 

Unpunished no wrong must remain. 
To the most secret nooks I pursue all 

Wickedness — tooth for tooth — pain for pain. 
And the bell in the old steeple trembled 

As the words thus announced were bore 
To the sad, sorry spirits; departing 

Forever, to gather no more. 
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Dedicated to the Author of Albigenser 



It is perhaps known to but few of our community 
that in the year 1832, for the space of six months, the 
great lyric poet, Nicholas Lenau, whose family name was 
Niembsch von Strehlenau, and whose works, with their 
soul -inspiring pathos have been translated into most all 
modern languages, dwelt in the then new town of 
Economy, in the building now known as the corner of 
Ohioview and Fourteenth street. Whether his motives 
were the study of the social problems set forth by 
Father Rapp, the founder of the Harmony Society, or 
repose after disappointment in the affair d'amour, which 
ultimately caused his insanity and hastened his death, 
may never be known. His thoughts, though at times 
unfathomable, contained that strain of melancholy, 
which savored of his ultimate destiny — but its pathos 
live on. 

Distant as thy thought in twilight. 

Soared to heights unknown to man, 
'Mongst the spheres of ghostly splendor. 

And in turn to hearts humane. 
E'en thy soul of discontentment 

Restless in spasmodic wave, 
Pierced by melancholy fires 

Whose sting brought thee death and grave — 
Dead, but no, thy spirit wanders 

Now in spheres thou sought in life. 
And forever will thy lyric 

Console hearts in luckless strife! 
Though thy joyless days preceded 

A departure wrapped in night. 
Glory's circle e'er emblazons 

Thy sore destiny and blight! 
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Lover's Lane 



Can you remember love, when we 

Were youths in old Economy, 

The town so rustic, quaint and dear, 

Its people quainter still, and queer. 

Who carried imprints on their face 

So oft forgotten nowadays; 

Do unto others, friend or foe, • 

As you would have them do to you? 

Can you remember or explain 

The dodge to meet in lover's lane 

We used, when conversation's key 

Would unlock true celibacy. 

Topics of love and maxims grand 

We could and would not understand, 

Nor its disciples highest glee 

In sexless love and harmony? 

Can you remember when the clock 

With its one hand the signal struck, 

The hour of nine — "Toll of retire. 

Pray and extinguish light and fire?" 

Ah yes, these customs, ancient forms 

Were swept like straw before the storms; 

Resistless, onward, customs yore 

Are dead, interred to rise no more 

Where wheels of commerce buzz and race — 

Antiquity must yield its space — 

And still the old town, odd and queer. 

Asserts its place in memory dear, 

Leads back my spirit oft again 

To the old bench in lover's lane. 



36 OLD FRENCH POINT OAK 



The Old French Point Oak 



With its branches extending in welcome 

To the pilgrims of 1823, 
Who arrived from the banks of the Wabash 

To found old Economy, 
The old oak in French Point, still standing, 

Bestowed comfort and rest on this band, 
Protective, extending its branches 

O'er the pilgrims who slept on the sand. 
If this oak, this mute witness of changes 

Of time and conditions could speak. 
Weird tales would be shown on its log book 

Of these pilgrims unselfish and meek. 
Love and harmony's clandestine nature 

In the breast of these pilgrim's concealed. 
Would but faintly appear on its pages. 

For in helping their lips were sealed — 
When the wind whispers soft through its branches 

Its moaning words seem to mourn 
The passing of all it then sheltered, 

Now sleeping, ne'er to return — 
Soon the storm or the ax of the woodman 

Will raze this old giant tree. 
Where the pilgrims from Wabash first wept and 
prayed 

In old Economy. 
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The Nightwatchman's Song 



I came along the highway 

One dusty summer's day, 
And tired I reached a village 

Who beckoned me to stay. 
Hungry I asked for a morsel of bread, 

Tired I prayed them for rest, 
None asked me if I had money to pay, 

But they served me with their best. 
They served me with bread and they gave me wine. 

They bid me a restful good night. 
And told me that at the hour of nine 

I must turn down my light. 
I dozed until the hour of ten, 

When through my thoughts there rang 
The watchman's peaceful, hourly song 

And this is what he sang: 
Bliss to all, rest sweet in slumber, 

Let no cares your hearts encumber. 
Ten commandments show the way 

We must travel and obey. 
And every hour his voice would sound 

Upon completion of his round, 
Till four o'cock, the hour of dawn, 

At which a new day's life began. 

At Eleven O'clock: 

Bliss to all, rest sweet in slumber. 
Let no cares your hearts encumber, 
Twelve apostles chose our Lord, 
Only eleven kept His word. 
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At Twelve O'clock: 

Bliss to all, rest sweet in slumber. 
Let no cares your hearts encumber, 
Twelve, for mortals end of day. 
Soul, think of eternity! 

At One O'clock: 

Bliss to all, rest sweet in slumber. 
Let no cares your hearts encumber, 
There's but one Grod whom we must 
Love, obey and in Him trust. 

At Two O'clock: 

Bliss to all, rest sweet in slumber. 
Let no cares your hearts encumber, 
Of the two roads, turn my face 
To the risrht one, by Thy grace. 

At Three O'clock: 

Bliss to all, rest sweet in slumber, 
Let no cares your hearts encumber, 
Praise to Him, our Heavenly Host, 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 

At Four O'clock: 

Bliss to all, rest sweet in slumber. 
Let no cares your hearts encumber, 
Four directions has our field, 
Let's not to temptation yield? 

I left this peaceful village, 

But many years there rung 
This echo in my hopeful heart, 

This aged watchman's song. 
Now fifty years havei vanished 

And with them strength and youth. 
Its fairest dreams and visions. 

Dissolved in facts and truth. 
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Again I see this village, 

But not one friendly face 
Bids welcome me or greeting, 

Nor yet a resting place. 
None is here left to offer 

A sip of wine and bread, 
A giver's spirit vanished 

Together with the dead. 
Now keen for competition, 

A brother's spirit died, 
And unsuccessful efforts 

They mockingly deride. 
The watchman's voice is silent, 

Instead a boisterous wave 
Of youthful, noisy laughter 

Sweeps onward, o'er his grave. 
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The Old Village Specter 



I knew a quaint old village 

Whose people, poor in wit 
Lived honest by the tillage 

Of grounds surrounding it. 
Broad fields, resembling gardens, 

Arranged with care and sense, 
Bestowed upon its wardens 

An ample recompense. 
Upon their meadows' cultured soil 

Proud herds of cattle fed, 
Sound orchards, vines betokened toil 

Of active hands and head. 
They sought not wealth, nor splendor 

Found ne'er a task too hard 
To do, nor that to render 

Which seemed without reward. 
Nay, stripped of all ambition 

Of worldly make and pay — 
They sought for past contrition, 

Help for their future day, 
The day when earthly powers 

In dust their fate bemoan. 
Deprived of wealth and dowers 

Kneel at the judgment throne. ' 
Hence, worldly joy and splendor 

Were not their aim nor goal. 
But work and build and render 

A haven for the soul; 
Where Christ with power vested 

Upon His throne appears 
To reign with those bequested 

On earth, one thousand years — 
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Their hope's procrastination 

Measured by worldly rule. 
Soon found in death its station 

Of worldly ridicule. 
Traitors of all that's holy 

Found entrance to their field, 
To profit by their folly 

And gather in their gold. 
With kindest words of friendship, 

Through Church's sacred doors. 
They gained their pass by words of lip, 

Those evil counsellors. 
Hearts void of wily cunning 

Saw not the dangerous snare. 
Nor pit which councillor's running 

Was hasty to prepare. 
And naively they fell victims 

When cunning had its day. 
Their wealth subject to dictum 

Of wily beasts of prey. 
No more the active husbands 

Appear in council's hall. 
Discussing needs for house and lands 

Duties for spring and fall. 
But sad their spirits wander 

Silent, to note the glee 
With which now strangers squander 

Work of a century. 
Instead of fields of clover, 

Or meadows of rich yields, 
Their troubled spirits hover 

O'er empty barren fields. 
Yet watch these culprits' faces 

And curse instead of bliss 
Will show Imprinted traces 

Of specter's midnight kiss. 
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The Ohio River 



Where once riparian beauty crude 

And wreaths of Jungle kissed the river's shore, 
Queen Aliquippa's Indians gruff and nude, 

Traced game on secret paths of Indian lore. 
'Tis that our sad poetic heart deplores 

The loss of beauty on Ohio's shores. 
No more the Indian chieftain's Uhu cry 

Resounds its echo from the virgin trees 
To call his braves their tribes-men to defy 

Or smoke with pale-faces the pipe of peace. 
The busy beaver long since said goodbye, 

The modern hunter knows the reason why; 
Dead's Uhu's cry — supreme the anvil's sound, 

Riparian beauty clipped by white man's hand, 
Queen Aliquippa's happy hunting ground 

Transplanted to another better land. 
Peaceful Ohio robbed of forest's foods 

Is locked with chains instead of virgin woods; 
Mad Anthony; your legions sleep in peace 

While yet the curious seek within their graves 
Among the rocks, beneath the giant trees 

Treasures ne'er owned by you nor by your braves — 
Call back your legion, watch Ohio's shore 

And then compare it with the days of yore; 
And yet where anvil's sound invades a sphere 

Beauty prolific, peaceful must recede 
Man's need destroys what to our heart is dear, 

Man's will denies the right of beauty's heed. 
All things of providence, of beauty born 

Are safe till man commands them to be shorn — 
Riparian beauty lost, the stream still flows. 

The Indian's whoop succumbed by whistle's blast 
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Man's mind inscrutable, he reaps and sows, 

Sows for the future, harvests from the past — 
Races for mastership will come and go 

In silence watch Ohio's silent flow — 
Flow silent river onward to thy goal 

Like our own life, now rageful, now in calm. 
Once murky, once reflective play thy role 

As hearts tempestuous change from wound to balm. 
While dreaming near thy now denuded shore 

I see the virgin forests rise once more! — 



The Bell 



Hark to the chime of the bell. 
How its tremor our hearts captivate, 

Portraying the pictures of hell 
To the wicked, their ultimate fall. 

While glory sublime this self same chime 
Brings peace to the mind, that is true and kind. 
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The Ambridge Moose 



When I sent my old friend Peary 

On the Roosevelt on a stroll, 
I provided him with ropes to make a noose, 

And I told him to be sure and watch 
When e'er he reached the pole 

For the Polar star, the Ice bear and the Moose. 
I instructed him to bring to me 

An Eskimo Papoose 
And the pole to prove he played an honest role. 

But I lost all faith in Peary, 
When he came without Papoose, 

And reported Dr. Cook had stole the pole. 
Animals of every species Noah took into the ark. 

When the water was more plentiful than now. 
Where he sailed, we have no record. 

For the clouds were dense and dark, 
Mt. Arrarat stopped him — do not ask me how? 

And the boat was sold at auction 
And old Noah planted vines, 

Why — some people of today don't comprehend, 
But I think, I may be wrong 'though if the matter were 
defined, 

Noah's appetite had changed when he saw land. 
If a brother by the wayside 

Shows to you the flag of truce. 
Lift him if fraternal power can make him rise. 

Extend to him in sympathy, the grip of a true Moose, 
Show him the true fraternal sacrifice. 

For seventy times seven our brothers should forgive 
And write an erring brother's faults on sand, 

Let his virtues be extolled while his weakness we be- 
reave. 
For behold who knows where we ourselves may strand. 
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'Tis not long since our own Teddy left these shores 
for Africa, 
Wearied sorely for his efforts did not bust 

The ever present pest that controls America, 
The invincible, insistent, lawless trust. 

Bill Taft sought to accomplish what Teddy could 
not do. 
But the task was more'n his power could control, 

For Morgan said to Billy, "If you don't watch you 
will rue 
Your untimely interference in our toll." 

Astronomers now tell us that within a period short 
A comet will sizz by us into space, 

That he'll call on all bad Moose their bad records to 
report 
Before he takes them to a warmer place. 

But the Ambridge Moose defiant do not fear this 
tramping star. 
And consider him a vagrant cutting loose, 

Many mortals may be trembling when they see thin 
tramp afar. 
But fear is unknown to an Ambridge Moose. 

Many people ride in autos. 
Others use the bridle path. 

There's no use to make complaint to Father fate. 
For an ounce of joyful heart 

Is worth more than tons of wrath, 
Greet the sunshine, lads, before it is too late. 

Purge all greed — ^if there is any, from your hearts. 
And make them free. 

Let the sunshine enter to dispel distress. 
For our life at best, is short. 

Held on lease instead of fee — 
So relax its nobler chords, when under stress. 

There's one thing I'd like to say before I end this 
song. 
That every Moose should be a Moose at heart. 
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The pledge a true Moose takes should detain him 
from all wrong, 
And teach him to fulfill his given part. 
But tonight let's all be jolly — ^let's forget the serious 
part, 
Raise your spirits, brothers, chase away the blues, 

To be a jolly fellow and brotherly at heart 
Is what constitutes a loyal Ambridge Moose. 
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Our Nation's Flag 



Now up with old glory to the breezes gentle sway, 
Let's live over its past record and its meaning of 
today. 
Take the stripe that's dipped in crimson 

'Tis the blood of heroes shed 
On the battlefields of freedom, where defending it, they 
bled; 
Take the white stripe and unite it to the stripe that's 

dipped in blood, 
Innocence its meaning, guiltless, ever noble, ever 
good. 
And the blue, symbol of union, merged by honor, sac- 
flee, 
Holds this trinity of colors to its purpose and device 
Over all the stars of glory — when of freedom proud we 
sing. 
We raise up this mighty token high aloft on eagle's 
wing. 
And where progress with discretion from wild heights 
its scepter swings 
There our own flag floats with graces, there our 
eagle spreads its wings — 
May the stars and stripes forever float aloft on land 
and sea. 
Not as tyrants prone for conquest — but for right and 
liberty! 
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East and West 



In the east the sun unfolds its glory, 

Where the God of all installed His Paradise, 
In the east is where humanity's first story 

Was told, where christians* star was bid to rise. 
The soul of christian faith, its inmost core 

Rests upon eastern history and lore, 
Confucius the reformer, Buddha the king and priest 

Transplanted light into the souls of men, 
A light their darkened souls imbibed with feast 

When yet the unknown west in darkness ran. 
'Twas in the east where hope's exalted star 

Spake peace be with thee, end to strife and war. 
Now all is changed, the holy words then spoken 

Were carried far from where the prophet rose 
Into the western world; the blissful token 

The heathen grasped, with crown of thorns and 
cross — 
Light of the east; prophetic words of past 

Are come to pass — the first shall be the last — 
Millennial day seems near, its glorious crest 

Now scatters sunshine over east and west; 
A piercing glance and one may see the rock 

Upon which stands one shepherd and one flock. 
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East and West 
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Timely Observations 



If you worship at the shrine of pleasure, 

If the halls of banquet be your home, 
If life's only aim is idle leisure. 

Which unchanged makes life but burdensome, 
Learn the lesson that our being's beauty 

Solely in change from sour to sweet 
Lies, that license must make room for duty; 

One to conquer, one to brave defeat. 
Scorn ambition, when like cursed treason 

It ensnares your mind to sacrifice 
Manhood, and viper-like beclouds your reason 

To distinguish truth from avarice; 
Scorn the sophist who with wily phrases 

Asks you to lend ear to falsehood's tale, 
Who bufCoon-like changes facts and faces 

But to trade, or friendships boon to sell. 
Life is too short to waste in treach'rous scheming. 

Conquest devoid of honor is defeat, 
Unmixable sophistry, honor, dreaming 

In all who slyly would such blend entreat; 
Scorn ambition then like venomous treason 

When it serpent-like demands the price 
Of your manhood, honor, truth or reason. 

Life is too short to make such sacrifice! 
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The Simulant 



Bray, asinine existence, bray, 

When one of nobler race fails to attain 
His aims, and he, while tugrgring at his chain 

Stumbles and falls upon his stony way. 
The yellow of your skin shows trace indeed 

Of your igrnoble heart, your caste and breed; 
Bray, worthless cur, in contempt bray 

When noble efforts fail to reach a goal 
Of one whose acts unselfish want no toll 

Nor crave for worldly honor, praise nor pay. 
Yet your ignoble ego seeks to find 

Naught but the jealousy of its own kind; 
Bray, idle wretch, corrupt with poison's sting, 

Who seeks with folly's wrath to multiply 
His own dark species, with assiduous cry 

Another's faults and his own praise to sing — 
Base simulant, learn that no ass's bray 

To sun's vast glory adds one single ray. 
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Fall's Reverie 



Foliage falls in rainbow colors, 

Scattered by a fierce north-west. 
Trembling sighs the leafless mother 

And in mourning bows her crest; 
Songsters once in sweet rehearsal 

On her arms have left her care. 
Sweetest concert sounds have vanished. 

Chilly sighs pervade the air; 
Festal vigor holds attraction 

To the beauteous and fair. 
One short spell, then silvery winter 

Wreath-bedecked assumes their care. 
Wreath- bedecked, yet bare, forsaken 

Bows the parent to obey 
His command — ^Who scatters foilage, 

Grows new life from its decay. 
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Church and Man 



Son: — 



Is not this man so proud and arrogant 

A teacher in the church of God 

To whom in holy pledge he has avowed 

To do as He within the paths He trod, 

With grasping force this fact my vision blurs 

To which an aimless, untaught heart demurs; 

Did Christ reprove, condemn such action 

He in His human form was wont to do, 

Or did He promulgate such benefaction 

Which from His Qodly heights He did bestow; 

Are not Christianity and Church synonym 

Where God is love and love in man supreme? 



Father: — 



So it should be 

That Christianity 

Be synonym with church. 
In ancient times, the time of persecution. 
When christians sacrificed their lives for their 

belief, 
Christianity and church were readily 

Identified as one. 
But not so now, the plea 
That church and Christianity 
Are one, is false; 

True Christianity is seldom found in church. 
Philanthropy, one of its noblest features. 

Is seldom found 
Misanthropy, hypocrisy 
Its hands hold bound; 
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Of true and christian love we've been bereft, 

The Judas kiss is all that has been left. 

The poor sheep that from virtue go astray 

Our christian ministers denounce today, 

Whereas those who are rich In sin and grold 

Are smilingly invited to their fold, . 

With outstretched hands they take such sinners* 

purse. 
Refusing to serve poverty as nurse. 
They hold aloft as virtue's high Ideal 
Love trimmed with gold — ^all other is unreal. 
The cross of gold is fastened way above 
The cross of thorns, of sacrifice and loVe. 
Indeed, for pay, within their bailiwicks 
Some gospel's ministers play politics. 
Intrigue, betray and lie, in turn to teach 
That gospel is alike for poor and rich. 
Though optimistic we may take this view 
We must arrive at sorrowful conclusions, 
Church-members there are many, christians few, 
Donned christians represent delusions; 

Hence christian love, 

I speak these words with pain. 

Will sleep, till Christ 

Will come on earth again. 



# 
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The Sycophant 



Come ye brethren, join the chorus 

In a song known to you all. 
An encomium of wisdom 

And its masters in fame's hall; 
Sing: the praises of the greatest 

Who with problems burdened soar 
To the heights of wealth and splendor. 

Wealth in bulk ne'er known before; 
Stores of wealth in which a Croesus 

Would play but a pauper's role. 
Wealth which wisdom's power has gathered 

Toward which the world pays toll; 
Raise your voices, brethren, join us, 

Praise the greatest of the great. 
Sing in one harmonious chorus 

Of your brethren's high estate; 
School and church our wisdom's mother 

Long since sang this popular air. 
Thrones, assemblies grow ecstatic 

To the tune of millionaire; 
Justice? Yes, I heard some whispers — 

But the ones who spoke are poor, 
Do not know the methods modern 

In world's law and literature; 
Their fool heart don't seem to grasp it 

That 'tis wealth that aids, not love. 
Which must furnish means of travel 

To the port that lies above; 
Come ye brethren join our chorus. 

If to favors you'd aspire, 
Which denied, make life a desert 

To which lepers must retire. 
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Wonls Beyond Recall 



'Tis one word heedless spoken, one trivial act 
Imprinted on memory, yieldless to retract, 
That follows my footsteps wherever I go. 
Enkindles my hatred, increases my woe; 
Life's days almost over, I yearn for my youth 
To live my life over in virtue and truth. 
Transparent my youth — ^a coffin bleak 
Shows the path I must travel, but will not seek; 
With tear-blinded eyes I appeal for delay. 
Why, merciful God, was man made to decay? 
Why was man born sinful, to suffer and die. 
Reveal to me, Jesus, the reason why? 
Why should I be condemned to a life forlorn 
By the God whose will decrees me to be born? 
Must I needs bear the burden from cradle to grave^ 
To live and to suffer for hope to be safe? 
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The True Hero 



Ever bitter In the warfare. 

Ever mild when helpless wiirhts 
Call for mercy and imploring 

Grasp your hand in need of rights; 
Fierce, relentless in war's camps. 

Mild in peace the hero stamps; 
Ever right in human struggle. 

Where wrong seeks the upper hand, 
Marks the man— -cuts him asunder 

From the chain of serfdom's band. 
Mark this man — ^for it is he 

That bequeathes our history; 
Life at best is but a burlesque 

Where the clown directs the play, 
And with tactics new and novel. 

Holds his audience in sway. 

Sympathy to hero's cause 
But the clown gets the applause; 

Honor, truth are but the agents 
In such cases where they suit 

Purposes of selfish making 
Which laid bare are deaf and mute; 

Truth's like bees, where wealth is king 
Now for honey, now for sting. 
Great are those who in their struggle 

For humane, inherent right 
Trip as victims In the network 

And entangled fall, but fight. 
Though their fight may seem in vain. 

It provides a long refrain! 
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Watch and Smile 



Of merits irrand and fair they boast 

When holdin^r hi^rh position. 
And cunninirly evade the roast 

Of truthful inquisition. 
But when throu^rh accident the veil 

Drops, showincT edges rou^rh, 
I shirk to listen to their tale 

And — ^take a pinch of snuff. 
Yes, every day we meet new friends 

Who smiling grasp our hands. 
E'er ready with advice to build 

Our fame on bars of sand. 
Put on a firm demeanor and 

Note how their voice grows gruff, 
When smiling you spurn their advice — 

Not worth a pinch of snuff. 
When inside of a church I note 

Much prayer and admonitions. 
Inspiring sermons, love and Ood, 

Help, righteous conditions; 
But when the last tone of the flute 

Has died Fve seen enough, 
I watch their actions out of church 

And — ^take a pinch of snuff! 
In halls of brotherhood I met 

Brothers of rites fraternal. 
Who with fraternal faces greet. 

Vowing friendship eternal. 
But when the session's closed, I hear 

Such wily, treacherous stuff 
Unfit for heathens, then I smile 

And — take a pinch of snuff! 
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Immortality 



Will you tell me you're unhappy 

When my hand bids you farewell, 
When your bosom's silent quivers 

Quotes the languagre words can't tell? 
Are those tears of silent flow 

Tears of joy or tears of woe? 
Will you .tell me love's fair token 

Is a pawn of mortal sphere, 
Passing like a zephyr's whisper 

From the cradle to the bier? 
Thus to seek that bed of loam 

In the silence of the tomb? 
Will you tell me love immortal 

Can be held by tomb or death. 
Perish in decay's embraces. 

Passing with the life's last breath? 
Oh you skeptic, turn your eyes 

To the mysteries of the skies. 
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Envy's Folly 



Forsaken by his own most tender feelings, 

Engendering venom in a poisoned heart, 
He knows no mercy In his trade or dealings, 

But robs another's wealth, his soul, by art; 
He stoops to conquer with the vilest bludgeon. 

Or wears the arch-fiend's smile when out for prey, 
Or yet shines brilliant with a knight's escutcheon 

To give to others what brought him dismay; 
With smiles and sophistry he climbs the ladder 

Of pseudo fame to lead the weak astray, 
And from aloft the poison of the adder 

He pours on youthful heads and turns them gray; 
His cup upturned on faces lined with sorrow 

Brings to his own a demon's happy smile. 
And in today he sanctifies his morrow 

To find anew naive victims to his wiles; 
Yet while he smites, replenished is the dipper. 

And unseen hands bathe him in sorrows gloom, 
He drinks its dregs, his eyes have seen the reaper 

Prepare this cup demolished for his tomb; 
'Tis thus a heart in sorrow grown and broken, 

Forgets that envy will but ruin, not save. 
And that to bear a cross with smiles, gives token 

Of Him, who bore it, way beyond the grave. 
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New Yearns Phantom 



To thee. Oh time. Oh gentle subdivision, 

I lift my erlass, to thee Tm stUl allied 
By tender bonds of retrospection's ^ulde. 

And also bonds still holier in their mission. 
When at the midni^rht's bell my phantom self 

Delves into graves of past and future stores. 
And stretches forth his hands at mystery's doors. 

Once more to vanish at the stroke of twelve. 
And in the glorious chime my conscience wakes 

To errors made, to graves before my vision 
Which time hath closed, time hath unclosed again 

To light once more the stage, when New Year breaks 
Arrange all actors to future's decision 

And mount again time's wings, its Joys, its pains. 
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Truth Without Rhyme 



When'er a prosperous inerrate pilotless 

Discards his friends. 
Assets of love and life. 

He must indeed steer well. 
For ocean's mire, the very depth of hell 

Is filled with inarrates; 
The jealousy of beasts when at the trougrh 

Yields to rebuke 
And stops at man's command — 
Ought not we then the more 

An ingrrate's cause deplore 
Endowed with reason; 

When'er through petty Jealousy ascends 
To unearned heights 

An ingrate meritless 
Keep watch upon his stunts 

And soon you'll hear a dunce 
Curse in a pit. 
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Twilight Hour 



With memories filled with past 

Of childhood's happy days, 
I ramble in the twilight 

To set my age at pace. 
Thoughts, actions dim and blurred 

Once more pass in review, 
Cause present deeds to be deferred 

And set my mind anew — 
Why should the twilight hour hold such 

Enchantment, fascination, 
To stop such deeds at silver age 

At youth's folly's dictation? 
But truth past all dispute 

Envelopes mind and soul 
When twilight's hour serene and mute 

Calls mind to call the roll; 
Age, vessel of distress. 

Past pride, why should you vain 
Try calling what is meaningless 

Attached to life's past train? 
'Tis but the twilight hour 

Whose somber nature clings 
To truth which day and night would give 

Oblivion's fickle wings; 
I know not whether sun or moon 

Or stars with glory's wands 
Send humble minds in twilight hour 

To scenes of long lost lands. 
Tet still I yield to forces 

Unknown to me, the power 
That dips in memory's sources 

Of past, in twilight hour. 
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Robin and Cat 



Cock robin sang so sweetly 

Near our home in the old pear tree, 
While our garden's blossoming roses 

Lent charm to his melody; 
But the robber, a cat vile and sneaky, 

With carnate lust heard the sweet tune, 
And stealthily crept to its branches. 

Intending murder and ruin. 
But, lo, the mother robin 

In plaintive tones did arouse. 
Encircling her loved ones in danger 

And appealed to the boss of the house. 
Just in time a gun loaded with pepper 

Exploded, while in wild springs 
A ruffled Tom-cat lost no time near the tree^ 

And the robin still sweetly sings. 



The Cuckoo 



Care-free is the cuckoo, he builds no nest, 

The ornithological state 
Makes no legislation for him nor his mate, 

Tax-free he prospers on others' estate. 
When his trick is accomplished, the egotist cries 

His selfish and boisterous cuckoo — 
But safe from a distance he seems to know 

They know I'm a cheat, so I'd better lay low. 
In our modem time there are many cuckoos 

In human form, manner and trait; 
Cuckoo-like they holler from dawn to l&i.e 

But shyly steer clear of truth and the state. 
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Charity 
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Charity 



You ask for alms? Go to the dwarf, the cripple. 

To him who's tasted life's most bitter fruit 
And disappointment — ^he whom mountain's ripple 

Of springs is music, fields, trees and clouds his na- 
ture's sweetest lute. 
For 'tis his soul that holds the mystery's key 

To God and man, to love's sweet charity; 
Seek not in body's graceful form and poise 

The gift our Lord bestowed in purity, 
Neither in speech select, nor in enchanting voice 

Of throat, devoid of soul, for there's no charity 
Or if indeed in sympathy they greet, 

In truth their purpose is but self-conceit; 
With mercenary thought they spend with graces 

Some gifts besmirched with grime and blood of heart 
They hand with self esteem and smiling faces, 

A mite to those whose all they took by art; 
And if we went to world's most distant end 

We find the poor the poor man's truest friend. 
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Alone 



Alone I sit in my old laboratory, 

Surrounded by the books I used to love, 
The books that tell life's history and story 

Of things we know and things that are above. 
Youth's dreams recur while thus in meditation, 

Fancies of childhood force my weary brain 
To retrospection, lost in adoration 

I feel rejoiced — I live lite o'er again. 
Alas the noise! In horror I discover 

That youth is past, my dreams dispersed and gone 
The youthful days gone by, no longer hover 

In sweetness o'er me — ^I awake alone! 



Unfathomable 



Destinies' notions oddly and queer, 

Alternately change on this side of the bier. 

Sunshine today, sweet roses in bloom. 

May, withered, tomorrow be borne to their doom. 

Youths in full vigor, relieved of all stress. 

Are oft ere the sun sets, cast down by distress. 

While age worn by hardship seeking rest from its roves 

Must follow the coffin of youth, whom it loves. 

'Tis thus our life's mysteries strangely and queer. 

Alternately change betwixt cradle and bier. 

Age wishing for rest and tired of strife. 

Must follow the hearse of a vigorous life. 

In turn to return to their sorrows' sleep. 

Oh, why are the mysteries of life so deep? 
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The Deluded ^ctor 



Take one take all, since virtue lost its scepter 

And vile hypocrisy holds sway supreme. 
Sings over fallen victims hymns requiem. 

Yet none so vile but that the sunlight's glimmer 
Enters his soul dimly in hours, by spells. 

Whispering in kindness words prone to redeem — 
Redemption, ah redemption from the fetters. 

Of mankind's faithlessness, their words and deeds, 
Who bask in sunshine their dark plots to feed. 

Swear by all holies to a friendship's cause 
And proudly pose within their garments' virtue, 

As christians, while their heart, their soul must bleed! 
'Tis but one step from wisdom's height to folly. 

From clifC's steep heights to abyss bottomless. 
That tears the mask of holy friendship's bliss — 

Who, tell me, is the hero of the conquest — 
Is he that trustful fell prey to deception 

Or the foul wight who holds the precipice? 



LIGHT AND DARKNESS 07 

Light in Darkness 



There are days when the weather is cloudy. 

When all seems enveloped in gloom. 
When hope seems lost, our life ship tossed 

To certain and helpless doom. 
But 'midst storm's most merciless raginga, 

Where hope is abandoned to tears, 
Faith strengthens our sight on distant light 

Whose gleam dispels all our fears. 
Mysterious fate, oh how fickle 

Thou plungest from night into light, 
While yet morbid, obscure, faith sees true and pure, 

But a cloud as the cause of the night. 



A Question 



All is well- 
Yet even those who claim to know 

Life's wisdom 
Cannot tell 

Where, what and how 
The trumpet's blast will sound — 

In meditation sore and utterly confused 
They seek advice, unless 

Their stubborn mind when all has been perused 
Confounds all facts with guess. 

Oh mystery fathomless, unending twine 
Where is the point where human minds 

combine? 
If gospel meaningless perverts our minds 

To basely agitate, continue strife — 
What is man's life? 



ENDLESS IS MOTHER'S LOVE 



Endless b Mother^s Love 



In youth and vigor I left my home, 

Ambition led me far away, 
From many years' wanderin^rs back I have come 

To the place of my birth — ^back .to stay! 
My youth and the pictures of fanciful sigrht 

Have vanished; instead I must own 
All pictures now gloomy, once sunny and bright. 

For alas! in my home Fm alone. 
My schoolmates' laughter, their youthful pranks 

Like phantoms pass in my review. 
Long since has the reaper called them home from the 
ranks 

And all faces before me are new. 
No sympathy's shown me, I'm feeble and old. 

Disappointment reflects in their face. 
When they hear that in searching for fortune and gold 

I grew old, but lost in the race. 
O home of my youth! all pleasure and mirth 

I pictured you, but find instead 
Peaceful rest from my travels in the home of my birth 

Heartless laughter — ^I wish I were dead. 
The only true friend seems the silvery moon, 

Unchanged is his face far above. 
He makes me forget that I'm old and alone, 

Whispering softly of mercy and love. 
With him as companion I seek the place, 

By his light I decipher the name 
Of my father, my mother, now resting in peace — 

'Tis the city of the dead where I came. 
Hopeful they had waited for years and years 

For their son — but grief- stricken they died 
Relieved of all hope, all suffering and tears. 

They now peacefully sleep, side by side. 



BNDLESS IS MOTHER'S LOVE 



And there's one vacant lot which the tombstone ex- 
plains, 

Next to mother's: "For him whom we mourn. 
Tell him we forgave him our sufferingr and pains 

And to rest near us on his return." 



Indestructibility 



One after one the trusted ones depart, 

Each one a thrust into a faithful heart. 
Till pains in store have touched the measure's brim, 

Till hearts grown cold, our eyes are blurred and dim. 
How sweet the voice that calls us unto Him — 

Yea, sweet the sleep closing in trust and faith. 
Yea blessed the heart whose weakening beats have' 
ceased 

To throb, but ceasing have their faith and trust 
increased; 
For ne'er an atom's mite was gained or lost 

But reappears embellished and engrossed 
Though memory fails, boundless the universe 

And indestructible the soul of man. 
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Glory 



Glory has its day, 

But like all other 
Earthly things of vanity 

It must obey 
The law, which gave it life. 

Silent it is carried to the tomb, 
Where splendor reigned supreme, 

The only motto fame. 
Now cold oblivion adorns its mansion, 

The knights and all 
Who, once loyal to its cause. 

Calmly observe its fall. 
Its ruin, its loss. 

Deny allegiance to their benefactor. 
Betray and lie. 

Abjure, deny 
All sympathy; to save 

Their unworthy name. 
Tes, such is life 

And such is gratitude! 
As long as glory dwells 

Within a space 
Loyal are its clients. 

It owns the day. 
Friendship turns cold 

When glory turns to clay. 
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Deception 



Her gentle look most skillfully concealed 

The treacherous thoughts that in her heart were 
sealed. 
Onward in purpose— outward flavor spent. 

Obscured the inward poison's vilest scent. 
Bewitching: smiles the demon oft employs 

Ensnaring words, the weapon of his voice, 
Until its victim blind to this disguise 

Bewails his fall — ^His soul the bartering price. 
So victims fell since Eden's tale was told, 

The tempter's smile that robbed, also consoled 
And when consoled, the self- same smile would crave 

Another step downward to death and grave; 
The smile that hides the store of perfidy 
Is termed our fall — men's cruel destiny. 



Life 



Ah, yes! Life's but a weary task, 
A truth concealed within a fakir's mask; 

Sunshine and rain, lamenting, pains and tears, 
Hope, worry, disappointment, weakness, fears 

Change, till we find, unable to explain 
The whys and wherefores after it has been. 



72 INSINCERITY 



Insincerity 



Promises, pledges, the basis of honor. 

How buoyant they fly, how lightly they're used 
For the purpose of selflshness in which the donor 

Shows weakness of flesh if it's carefully perused. 
The most sacred assets are used for ambition 

Of self, when stray chances knock at their door; 
No barrier is recognized when for recognition 

The man, not the saint, calls for help on the poor. 
Pursuit of the purpose whatever the means be 

Guides all alike to the path of distress. 
Nothing is shunned in the chase for authority, 

The station of morals makes room for excess. 
Thus if honor and truth must to falsehood fall victim, 

Let our minds grave in silence resign to our fate 
Of unchanged conditions, but remember the dictum: 

Trust first, then an afterthought, then the name on 
a slate. 
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A Short Voyage 



.With a few little laughters, a few little tears 

To break our monotonous lives, 
We sail, till our life boat arrives 

With its mixed load of joys and tears. 
Never to stop till the rest bidding pier 

Kindles our hope and lessens our fear; 
Tear stained we come and war stained we leave 

The station we call our abode, 
Our sorrows and joys to pack and unload 

'Midst the freight of hope and retrieve. 
Yearning to find the end of the chain 

Of joys, afflictions and pain — 
Coffin and cradle so near, yet so far 

Apart when we measure its span 
Of distress, disappointment and pain 

Ere we see blessed hope's door ajar. 
Yet remorse, disappointment and fear 

Yield to hope within sight of the bier. 
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Aeronautics and Telephone in 1920 



Hello International, give me Berlin 

Bureaus of Aeronaut Count Zeppelin! 

Who is calling? Ambridge, Pennsylvania, U. S. A. 

A vessel for ten for Thursday, 

This being Monday, I suppose there's no fear 

As to promptness of time in arriving here. 

Accepted! You cable your passage fee 

And the ship will weigh anchor at half- past three 

P. M. today and will arrive 
At Ambridge on Thursday at half- past five. 
Our schedule of prices you may ascertain 
By calling up "Zeppelin, Ambridge 15." 
Is that all? That's all. Goodbye— goodbye. 
Overheard 1920 Anno Domini. 



IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY 75 



In the Twentieth Century A. D. 



Ingrratitude, thou knave in history's pages 

Conspicuous; slave of darlcest, hoary ages 
Is there another vice which could like thee 

Boast of such countless traits and frequency. 
Does not thy form, be It clumsy or sly 

Strive for the goal of base hypocrisy? 
Oh truth, thou slave, wilt thou forever yield 

To shallow tactics on life's battlefield? 
Does not the venom of false thought and deed 

Engender yellow, unclean poisonous seed 
In youthful minds where unmixed truth should rest 

In truthful, trusting hearts in noble breast; 
Oh suffering gratitude, oh dying truth 

What lesson to a learning watchful youth! 
Post-mortem's test shows up thy innate frame 

Oh gratitude, oh truth! where is thy fame? 
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The Treasure of Innocence 



All the worry in my days of travel. 

Failure in life its network to unravel 
Are but a mite, a microbe of the while, yes e'en to finish 
bitter duty's call 

And fight, I know that after all 
rm welcomed home, I see my baby's smile — 

In this my baby's smile I still perceive 
That joy in life is master over errief. 

And innocence unfllched greets heart and lips. 
Forgetful of life's sorrow I embrace 

My child, and from its beaming angel face 
Contentment, yea forgetfulness I sip. 

Yes, 'tis in innocence we seek reward 
For disappointment and for trials hard 

Found everywhere; in it we find redress 
For wrong, and lean upon it as our guide 

To better lands, where falsehood don't abide. 
Our future's hope, our champion and buttress. 
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Vanity of Spring 



O rosy spring, how art thou vain. 

Thy chant and smUe envelops us again. 

Through wintry nights we dreamed of thee with longing, 
A thousand welcomes, greetings to thy coming. 

II. 

Thy vestment green enchants the spell, 

In woods and meadows hill and dell. 
With sunshine, splendor, thou Install'st thy reign 

O'er winter with thy emblematic green. 

m. 

Rejoicing, pleasure brings thy breath. 
Life, warmth and vigor from an ley death, 

Thy majesty compels the adoration 
Of all who breathe, be high or low their station. 

IV. 

Hope, life and green of thee we sing. 
We hail thy coming, joyful happy spring; 

When fall again heralds that winter's king 
We think of thee, O happy gentle spring. 
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Childhood's Dreams 



Oh dreams of my childhood resplendent with glory, 

A heaven on earth with happiness blessed, 
I pray cast thy mantle about the sad story 

That 'twixt then and now Father Time has confessed. 
A world full of care with a paradise winking. 

Appeared to me then in a soft glorious light, 
Alas! Since those hours many suns have been sinking 

Over hopes which at nightfall showed sickness and 
blight. 

n. 

A world then unknown to me since has unraveled 

Its meshes and pitfalls of worry and care, 
Enforced on my mind are life's school and its travels, 

Its shadows, its snares of which man must beware. 
Oh, sweet recollection of childhood's sweet pleasures, 

'Tis all that in praise and in song finds a voice. 
The dreams of my childhood, my sole gathered treasures 

When sadness o'ertakes me, 'tis in thee I rejoice! 

Chorus. 

Oh dreams of my childhood resplendent with glory, 
A heaven on earth with happiness blessed, 

I pray, ccust thy mantle about the sad story 
That 'twixt then and now. Father Time has confessed. 
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A Golden Folly 



His Ingenuity seeks to enfold 

All subjects treatlner of the power of gold. 
When, where and how this power to acquire. 

He sets his heart, his soul, his brain afire; 
His noblest thoughts and virtues slaughtered, stall. 

Humanity is trampled in their fall; 
Onward he rushes in his mad desire 

For gold and gold, 'tis wealth he must acquire; 
Yet when his coffers finally groan with weight. 

Another groan is heard — the groan of hate; 
For his mad race has turned his vision blind 

To see the noblest boons of his own kind. 
Joyless he weighs the glittering piles of gold 

Against his finished life, he's sick and old; 
With hatred of the masses on his head 

Whose muscles wrought that which his avarice fed. 
And his once fertile brain fails to define 

His life's only reward — a golden shrine. 
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Carle/s niikMophy 



My sweet little Carley, he naively inquires 

Of thinsrs in which he is as smart as his sires. 
He wants to know this and he wants to know that 

Why a dog ain't a pussy and a pussy a rat. 
Why a rat is a quadruped, sparrows have winsrs 

And a fish swims in water, while a cockrobin sings. 
While the carol ot red birds is high in its strains 

And the tree frog makes known its voice Just before 
rain. 
Why the mountain is high and the river flows down. 

Why the snowflakes of winter are white Instead of 
brown. 
Why Santa Claus only comes once in a year. 

Why it is that the North pole could not be brought 
here. 
He wants to know why the sun sinks in the west 

And which, sun or moon, is considered the best. 
Why stars do not twinkle but sleep through the day. 

Why grass is not clover and clover not hay; 
He asks me how old he Is, and I tell him three. 

When retorting he asks if Fm older than he. 
Why the choo choo runs ever upon the same track 

And the cat taken miles away, always comes back; 
Why chickens have feathers and horses have hair. 

Why two geese tied together are sold for a pair; 
Why the fox. who steals chickens Is not put to jail. 

Why oaks bear no apples and frogs have no tail; 
Why horses are big and the mice are so small. 

Why he is so little and others so tall; 
Why fishes eat worms and the people eat fish. 

Why such things he'd like to have mamma calls wish: 
He asks if all flies who in buttercups die 

Are the same kind we call the butterfly; 
These are but samples of questions that he, 

Includes in his daily philosophy. 
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Spring and Youth 



I. 

When the dogwood blossom fills our eyes with joy. 
When the robin redbreast sings its tune, 

When the snow in tears 

Sadly disappears, ' 
Then we know that spring holds entrance soon. 

II. 

When in woods and meadows violets shame the sky 
And the frogs hold frolic to their dance, 

When once chilly blasts 

On the hilly crests 
WTiisper warm words, watch the spring advance. 

in. 

Spring and youth how Jolly you are while you last. 
All seems full of life, of joy and song, 

Oh, could we but stay 

Spring and youth one day — 
But the snow of age arrives ere long. 

rv. 

Youth and spring and folly, love and joy and song 
Are companions that defy all fate — 

But let fall but sing 

Songs of love and spring — 
How pathetic sounds its tone — too late! 
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Housedeaning 



From the garret to the cellar 

All is hustle, snap and frown, 
Carpets lifted, tables shifted. 

Chairs and cases upside down. 
Tongue and temper op a pivot, 

Revolution sure seems near. 
Everything is out of order. 

Tension-high and out of gear. 
Rustle, bustle, aimless shifting 

Bear collisions in their track, 
Meals deferred, lamenting children 

Add to lend the wanting knack. 
'Twixt a mass of tools that's wielding 

To remove the dirt and dust. 
We obtain in zigzag movements. 

Splashes from the filth and rust. 
When escaped we run collision 

With the painter and his brush. 
Or trip o'er the mortar bucket 

And bedaub our clothes with slush. 
Kalsominers, paperhangers. 

Scrubbers add their little mote 
Of adhesives to all places 

Where we're wont to hang our coat. 
If you ask was there a fire 

In this house that thus would bring 
Such commotion, I will answer. 

No — ^but housedeaning of spring. 
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Ambridge Boys' Brigade 



Let's rejoice, let's rejoice. 
Laugh and sing, but keep your poise, 

March along to the song 
Light in step and voice. 

Ever fresh in jolly strain 
Adds this motto in refrain: 

Let's rejoice, let's rejoice. 
Sing, but keep your poise. 

n. 

Strike the chord, strike the chord, 
Song the motto, step the word. 

Step with grace, keep the pace 
Briskly in accord. 

Keep in file and march abreast. 
Head erect and brace your chest, 

Let's rejoice, let's rejoice, 
Sing, but keep your poise. 
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Ideal 



Love: 



The sun with its splendor of srlitterinff srleam. 
The twinkling stars, the murmuringr stream. 
The silent grove's idyllic dream. 

Hate: 

Perfidy, lie, hypocrisy. 

Authors of bondage and tyranny. 

To whom cowardice smilingly bends the knee. 

Vindication: 



Human life and right supreme. 
Things to be and not to seem. 
Justice! no Utopian dream! 



Teens 



The maid in her teens should be cautious 

. with whom — 
She shares the society's whirl. 
For wrongful selection oft causes 

her doom. 
For remember! She is but a girl. 
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The Curfew Whistle 



Since the bells in our old steeple 

Chime no more the hour of nine, 
Peaceful rest the old time people 

In their little wooden shrine. 
Father Time has changred his method. 

For the better? Who can tell, 
But the whistles prove successful 

Substitute the old time bell. 
All things must abide their ages. 

Custom comes and custom goes. 
Every custom has its sages 

Of defenders and its foes. 
Tet, there are old customs clinging 

To our hearts, why, we can't tell. 
As the ancient watchmen's singing 

At the hour, that **A11 is well." 
Where old time's poetic figure 

Of the watchman hove in sight, 
Watchful with his cane, in vigor 

Sang "All's well" by lantern light. 
Youthful faces hold succession 

To impede miscreants' dare 
Stand a warning to digression 

In light's mystic, lustrous glare. 
Though the wane of the old bell chime 

On my doleful heart's embossed, 
I rejoice, though time has altered 

Custom, it has not been lost. 
For youth's spirit flies to clover. 

But the little rascal knows 
Prompt to scamper under cover 

When the Curfew Whistle blows. 



86 FORGIVEN 



Forgiven 



1. 

Touch me gently, touch me gently, 
For my heart is sad and sore 

Since a poisoned arrow pierced it, 
Left it weltering in its gore. 

2. 

Acts of kindness were reverted 

By a cruel brother's word, 
Motives foul instead inserted 

To weld falsehood in accord. 

8. 

Shattered strongholds now are scattered 
In a worldly heaven's place. 

Forts and idols torn and battered, 
Fell to hide a guilty face. 



Thus in silence let my vision 
Seek not him whose cruel dart 

Wounded sore a life's ambition. 
Broke a kind, unselfish heart, 



Keep his weapon cruel and gory 
That unwiped it still may live. 

Tell posterity its story 
Of a wrong — which I forgive* 
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Soul's Endless Strife 



Mist enshrouds the sunlight. 

While dim eyes in prayer. 
Upward bent implore for light 

From an unknown sphere. 
Weary flesh may go to rest, 

Restless is the soul 
Seeking for affinity. 

Its own kind and goal. 
Muscles tired sleep and revive 

For new work and strife, 
Endless is the strife of soul — 

For an endless life. 



Falsehood's Reward 



Reckon, lad, the day of retribution. 

Wipe not tears with silly laughter's boast. 
For whatever we call mortal, finds solution. 

Be it buried, be it uppermost. 
Though a sneakish heart to falsehood given 

Covers roguish deeds with smiling face, 
Pierce its depth, you'll find its cover riven 

With its owner's picture In disgrace! 
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Twilight 



Blissful, happy evening hour, 

When my spirit's prone to dreaming 
Of the things our human power 

Cannot grasp, and twilight's gleaming 
Draws me to the mystery's pool — 

Chaos — ^hope — ^abode of soul; 
Clad with angel wings I soar 

High, till clouds disperse and vanish, 
When before the golden door 

Earthly pride I leave and banish. 
But, behold, with twilight's break 

Falls my spirit — ^I'm awake — 
And in trudging onward ever 

Forward to the twilight's gleam, 
Liooks my spirit — prone to sever 

Things that are from those which seem. 
Lift me twilight's glorious gleam 

JBiVer upward, let me dream! 
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Mystersr's Awakening 



Thirsting for I know not what, 

I began to travel, 
Fill my heart's mysterious void. 

Life's dream to unravel. 
Over hill, through forest and dell. 

Into mires decoyed. 
Sought my eyes — and yet my heart 

Was still sad and void. 
Races new with darksome soul. 

Systems old and new 
Were regaled, absorbed in turn 

After sharp review. 
Beauty, mystery, everywhere. 

Life's decay and youth — 
Still my heart void with despair 

Of transparent truth. 
Till at last the guide points out 

A mysterious cave. 
Silent, beckoning, he unlocks 

Mystery's portal, grave. 
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In the Throes of Storm 



A happy pair — the bridegrroom leads the bride 

Before the altar — there to pledge their troth 
For life, where love and suffering side by side 

Join hands with hope as rudder, guiding both; 
With cloudless sky the new launched boat sets sail 

With pleasant breeze — ^forward to woe or weal; 
Buoyant and light the little craft sets sail 

On life's big sea, blinded by hope and Joy 
They fail to note on distant heights the gale 

In whose firm grasp their boat is but a toy, 
*Tls there the knot, the altar's pledge has tied 

Proves strength of troth between husband and bride 



Love and Hatred 



Love and hate, how often they do travel 

Together with a small silk thread between 
The two, a tiny baby could unravel 

Its skein, or splice unknown its ends unseen. 
And yet, the man proud of his wisdom's share 

Gives up this problem unsolved, in despair — 
'Tis but one step from dignity to folly — 

Oft' but one word of tongue in mind unthought 
That changes deepest love to abject fury 

And turns to hatred, love, a life has wrought; 
The babbling talk of babes often teaches 

Man's folly of philosophy he preaches. 
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Modem Knighthood 



I know I've scanned history's pages 

For a sample of life of today. 
In the words of old kings and their sages. 

In worlds long since gone to decay. 
But the chivalry of these past ages 

Was buried along with its knights. 
The knighthood and honor of ages 

On times' wings have taken their flight. 
'Twas the time when a handshake and token. 

However so trivial and small, 
Bound the truth of the promises spoken. 

And honor forestalled their recall. 
Where today are the martyrs and heroes 

Who for creed or their fellowman's weal. 
On the altar of sacrifice offered 

Help to hands stretched forth in appeal? 
Religion of hearts since has vanished. 

The garb's all that's left of the soul. 
Wicked selfishness, envy has banished 

True benevolence from honor's roll. 
Artful smiles with a heart full of treason. 

Friendly hands when they scent distant prey. 
Pacts with real, wily, sophistic reason 

Is the knighthood that's practiced today. 
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Disappointment 



The first time I met her so rapturously sweet 

My heart leaped with joy from her face to her feet. 
On my knees I implored her, condescending she smiled. 

And enamored I fell like all mortals beguiled. 
I beseeched her for kisses, she bid me her face. 

In raptures our lips met in ardent embrace; 
I now felt as a hero— be mine sweet dove. 

Give me with your kisses yourself and your love— 
And sweetly repelling she whispered low, 

"Do not get too fresh — ^I've got a beau!" 
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A Race 



A turtle and frog of amphibious race, 

Once met on the race track to show their pace; 
With squinting: eyes tortoise lazy and slow, 

Bet a five-spot she could beat the frog on a go. 
Ten to one said the frog I will leap ere you walk 

Around the whole track and be back while you talk. 
Oho said the turtle — ^it's a matter of fame, 

I suggest that the field mouse shall umpire our game: 
Who ever returns first to his own house 

Shall be counted the winner by the umpire, the mouse. 
Agreed, said the frog, wildly leaping the track 

For he meant to be winner and never looked back; 
While the turtle with squinting eyes stayed in her house 

And captured the stakes from the umpire, the mouse. 
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The Sea of Mjrstery 



Make light, oh my heart, why this darkness forever. 

With pessimists hidden contemptuous with smile, 
Expectantly sneering at my life car's lever. 

Disabled to finish my run's last mile. 
Soar up where no envy suciciimtNi the soul. 

Soar up to thy zenith of highest goal — 
'Tls but a short space that my life's car has covered. 

O'er hill and valley, over abyss, through mire. 
The great sea of mystery still lies uncovered 

Before me, my soul's thirst enveloped by fire, 
Speed on till life's voyage and troubles are o'er 

To this mystic sea with Its mystic shore. 
For then, only then, will my life find solution 

When Its darkness Is pierced by a glorious light. 
Quench my thirst in this ocean of retribution. 

And bathe in its lustre of Justice and right; 
Speed on my soul, take my life as thy toll. 

To this sea of mystery, earthly life's highest goal. 
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FaU 



When the yellow leaves 

Cover meadows green, 
And the grroves look sad for want of dress. 

Beasts of field and air 
Seek their w^inter lair. 

Sadly bemoaning summer's last caress. 
When the northern blast 

O'er the steeples blow. 
And the reaper seeks the hearthside's Qre, 

Fields and trees look cold 
Like dead love of old« 

Which our heart in vain seeks to retire; 
Like a dagger's thrust 

Into loving hearts, 
Yellow leaves show love's and life's decay — 

Hopes for life and spring, 
Winter's stringent sting 

Holds, but fall is love's most trying day. 
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Utopia 



Vested in gorgeous uniform of white, 

The prince ascended to his throne to hear 
Complaints if any in his mighty empire, 

The courtiers chatted in a happy strain. 
And e'en the humblest one displayed no trace 

Of cares which heart reflects upon his owner's face; 
The members of assembly met each day 

Throughout the bailiwicks of this vast empire 
To set aright all wrongs of human folly. 

And in a trice a gentle smile was law. 
The wisdom of the world filled boundless spaces. 

With books on harmony, its highest aim. 
Vocabulary suffered much retrenchment 

Of words needful for worlds and ages past. 
Now useless in their coinage, form or cast. 

The words of greed and Jealousy were banished 
As useless since the word ''money" had vanished. 

The prince with happy face now opened court 
And called upon the council to report; 

Each one in turn, ambassadors loquacious, 
Submitted proofs of distant facts and places, 

Grasped by telepathy and wireless code 
Occurrences flashed from their home abode; 

But in the place of former crime and folly 
Suggestions for perfection sprang in form. 

Modeled to suit all matters that are holy 
And taught in our most ancient book of laws. 

With envy, money, jealousy all gone 
There sat an idle prince upon his throne; 

No one was bent to seek the fault of others 
In this Utopian land, the realm of brothers. 
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The Candidal^ 



The political situation 

Is at present the occasion 
Of much grossipinsr, of talk and criticism; 

While some candidates fish In darkness, 
Others wear defensive harness, 

While still others are subject to witticism. 
Conjecturing: calculations, 

Betting:, misinterpretations. 
Float the air within the rangre of ear; 

Friends will eulogrlze, applaud. 
While his anti's they'll g:arrote. 

And placed his strang:led corpse upon the bier; 
For If any one seeks fame. 

Or In politics a claim. 
His past record must stand inquisition; 

Thoug:h he may recalcitrate. 
Beg: or plead, it's then too late. 

He must bear it like a true politician. 
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Life Is But a Day of Disappointment 



Arisen in Jollification and cheer, 

I wash in the waters of life, 
With a breakfast of prospect awaitins: me there, 

To attain which I venture, I strive, 
While attempting: and toiling: time rolls fast, 

And surprised do I look when the morning is past; 
Content I sit down to a dinner of hope. 

Partake of It freely and strong:. 
Dispel the tempter for thing:s to grope, 

Which conscience tells me is wrong:. 
And ere I know it the forenoon has flown. 

In silence I've entered the afternoon. 
This dinner of hope, while delicious and sweet. 

Its substance is weak and frail, 
When reaction occurs the relapse is great. 

And hunger Increases fierce still; 
Downcast, but patient, I wait for the time 

Of vespers and Its melodious chime; 
Soon supper is served with Its bill of fare 

Of sorrow, aftliction and ill. 
With appropriate spice, only hope is not there, 

Its place the tears must fill. 
Sobs and sighs and kindred fruit 

With some more tears the dessert constitute. 
Night approaches, I crave for repose, 

For a place of retirement and rest, 
A place where neither hope nor woes 

Are suffered to exist. 
This last wish Is granted, I go to sleep 

In silence grand and deep! 
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St. Valentine 



In midst of winter when our hearts 

Are filled with hopes of spring, 
St. Valentine appears In white 

To touch the hum'rous string. 
Of thoughts that dream of summer, 

Of verdure, vast and flowers, 
Of springtime's golden sunshine. 

Of cattle-bells and towers. 
Winter with all Its fancies 

Of which the poet may sing. 
Has none so sweet, reviving, 

Like Joyful verdant spring. 

Snow 



Snow, snow, beautiful snow! 

Pure and white it floats in air. 
Formed of water in the sterner regions. 

Light and inert, the wind directs its course, 
A counterpart of Wall street's frantic flnance. 

Which, while sustained by winds of forceful steering 
Floats beautiful, delights our eyes with grace — 

But like the snow — ^bereave it of its water. 
Scrambling it seeks its own afl^nity; 

And what but recent looked so pure and fair 
Proves analyzed, a bubble in the air — 

One counter wave, the bubble bursts asunder. 
The wise foresaw— the other people wonder. 
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Ingratitude 



The fields are barren, verdure is discoloring and decay- 
ing, the blizzards sweep with merciless fury over the 
sunken beauty and carry away its remnants into the 
sea of oblivion. The tree, only a short time since, ad- 
mired for its comfort-bestowing arms of shade and its 
palatable and delicious fruit, having shed its attrac- 
tion and beauty, sadly bows and shakes its head at 
the ignorance and ingratitude proffered as retribution — 

But is not this the leading trait 

Man's assimilated flesh. 
Is not such all creatures fate 

To be honored when but fresh 
And attractive, while in splendor. 

While some service it can render? 
If its vigor, beauty's banished 

Age has stole within its frame 
Tenderness is surely banished 

Slight installed, instead of fame. 
All traits cited, none exclude. 

Most practiced is ingratitude. 
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Papa's Joys 



Often in my sweetest slumber 

Cries unearthly pierce my ear, 
Dreams disperse and natural vision 

Shows my baby's bed stands near. 
For a moment human passion 

Wields Its scepter, but to cease, 
When a tiny voice petitions — 
"D'ink o' water, papa, pease/' 
And again the bliss of Morpheus 

Closes papa's weary eyes, 
But before his spirit wanders 

Into dreamland, baby cries. 
Prompt Jumps papa to his duty, 

"Freda, are you still awake?" 
"Mamma, papa, auntie, mamma, 

F'eda has the 'tomach ache." 
Once agraln the weary papa 

Hunts for ginger, mint and pills. 
And administers the potions. 
Mamma scolds and papa chills. 
Bachelor faces grin before him. 

Mockingly they shout hurrah, 
But they vanish when his baby 

Sweetly calls again papa. 
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Undesirable Insurance 



Can you insure 

A pretty maid inquires 
Of the Insurance man 

Asrainst all fires? 
Prompt in reply 

The tradesman of the pyre 
Gives forth his yes. 

We Insure against all fire! 
Sweetly the maid 

A pair of eyes has sent 
A spark into my heart 

Without relent — 
Still but a spark. 

It may develop fire! 
The agent quick in his return. 

Beg pardon, but iust let it burn — 
And send a spark 

Back whence this spark has flown, 
•Twill quiet, yet not quench your own. 

The form of policy 
By you required 

Will ne'er be written 
Nor desired. 

For 'tis unquenchable, this Are of heart 
When fanned by cyclones of a counterpart. 
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Turkejr's Fate 



Oh gobbler, 'tis of thee, 
End of all liberty, 

Thanksgiving Day! 
Thy barnyard pride must fall 
Below the hatchet's call. 
When Kismet calls on all 

Turkeys and ducks. 

Proud roosters, geese, hold sway 
Until Thanksgiving Day, 

Sentence is passed! 
Perchance they may in peace 
Prolong a doubtful lease 
On life, until there is 

More fat amassed. 

Wise ornithology, 
Help us select, to be 

True in this fray! 
Let fat ones proud and vain 
Fill our Thanksgiving pan. 
To give fair chance the lean 

Till Christmas Day. 

Down with the sultanate. 

Its harem's festive state 
Calls for reform! 

The culinary man. 

Supreme in his domain, 

Holds sway for one day's reign- 
Thanksgiving Day! 
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Home 



Where is my home? Is it the lot 

Where father owned his humble cot? 
Is it the place where first sun's splendor 

Endowed my bein? unbeknown? 
O, no, 'tis false! the home of heart 

Is where but friendly faces grreet us, 
Where naive they weep when we depart 

With truthful tears blend their embraces; 
Where'er you find truth, love and God, 

Call home; not where your cradle stood. 
O cradle, emblem of our home. 

Pathetic chord in songs of sorrow. 
Birthplace of joy, of grrief, of home. 

Enchant us always, stay tomorrow! 
Sweeten our mem'ry when alone. 

Bereft of dear ones who are gone. 
Teach us these words: Truth, love and God 

Make home; not where our cradle stood. 
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Thanksgiving 



All thank the Lord for the blessings He gave us. 

Since the harvest Is o'er and the reaper at rest, 
All Join In the chorus of Te Deum Laudamus 

From the north and the south, from the east and the 
west. 
Thank Him, who in trials, temptations has led you 

To the goals where your heart kept Immune from 
remorse, 
And ye also thank Him, ye, whose weaknesses led you 

Into channels of danger that results were not worse. 
All thank the Lord for their health, wealth and station, 

Let your hearts speak to Him, from whom all blessing 
flows. 
Who e'en In your hardships and tribulation, 

His wise reign of guidance and mercy shows. 
Yea, all thank the Lord since the harvest Is over 

For the blessings of past and the hopes unfulfllled — 
Since even the stricken in hope may recover. 

Thank Him for the hope through His mercy Instilled. 
Yea, all thank the Lord for His mercy and blessing, 

For His bounty bestowed, for the pledge of His word, 
Since the harvest is gleaned, let each reaper be singing 

From the depths of his heart his thanks to the Lord. 



106 THE WANDERER 



The Wanderer 

(Translated from the German.) 



1. 

Bouquet pranced on hat, with a staff in his hand. 
Moves restless a wanderer from land to land; 

O'er mountains, through cities, through villages low. 
But in none must he linger, he's further to go. 



A buxom, fair maiden, young, handsome and gay 
Salutes the young wanderer. Invites him to stay; 

Looks firm in his eyes, offers home, heart and hand, 
But fate says: Move onward to unseen land! 



A sweet little cottage enveloped In vines, 
O'erladen with nectar — ^his heart full, repines. 

He longs for repose by his down going sun. 
But still fate commands: You wanderer, move on! 



At last he completes his laborious tour. 
Exhausted prepares for the unknown shore: 

There he stands on the mount, on his cheek rolls a tear, 
Naught has he enjoyed through his earthly career. 
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Shepherd's Message 



O light enkindle us. 

Show us the way 
Of prayer to reach thy throne 

On Christmas day! 
Teach us the message which 

Bethlehem's shepherds 
Unto the poor and rich 

Joyful proclaimed. 
Honor to God in high, 

Mercy His reign, 
Peace to humanity, 

Gk>od will to men! 
Ood- child of Bethlehem 

Bom onto sacrifice 
For human sin and shame — 

Chosen as price. 
Teach in thy humble birth 

Faith in thy word, 
Thy cross — the sinner's mirth. 

Save us, O Lord, 
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Fake Glory 



The heavenly Shepherd renounced His crown 

And . to herd the stray sheep of His fold 
He donned an earthly shepherd's gown 

And gathered His flock unextolled. 
In poverty bom and in poverty grown 

He proved that humility's base 
Is found in virtue, in which alone 

True greatness develops with grace. 
In His crib and His life, 

His thorns and His cross, 
In His suffering, His sacrifice 

He showed His disciples that earthly loss 
Must precede the new paradise. 

True glory is not of ephemeral stay. 
Ours but fiction disguised and blind. 

To prove earthly arrogance may have its day. 
But to vanish in darkness behind. 

May the cross this symbol of suffering portray 
This lesson to all mankind; 

True glory is not of ephemeral stay, 
Ours mere fiction disguised and a blind. 
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Santa Claus 



The dear old custom 

And the dear old tree, 
A child's face beaming 

With its heart full of glee; 
The same old bells 

And the same old song. 
That greets Santa Claus 

As he travels along; 
The same old Jingle 

With his bell to and fro, 
He stops at good children's houses 

As he did long ago. 
He loves all good children, 

Has their names upon a book. 
With the size of their stockings. 

So he merely needs to look. 
He knows all the children 

Who behave and who pray 
To him, all the year, 

While he's far, far away. 
So all watch now for Santa 

When he comes along sly. 
On retiring pray fervent 

So he don't pass you by. 
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Columbia, Thou Land of Liberty ! 



Know ye the land of merits grrand and fair. 

Where starry banners grrace a healthy air, 
Where vest* with beauty we behold the tree 

With frafirrant blossom — scent of liberty? 
Know ye the land, an Infant scarce In years. 

In size a giant all the world reveres; 
In whom all trust their claim and glad confer 

The high esteem of nations' arbiter? 
Know ye the land, whose father, Washington, 

With God and blood wrought liberty its throne, 
Where liberty in golden letters teach 

Freedom with order, souls desire and speech; 
Whose stentor voice extends its loving call 

To share its gifts in equity, to all; 
With pious courage, love, prepared a home 

For all, who unprotected used to roam. 
Ye know the land who proudly doth rejoice 

In freedom; and the world perceives its voice! 
True let us stand with virtue, strength by thee, 

Columbia, thou land of liberty. 
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The Wager of the Gods 



Mars and Cupid laid a wager, 
Who with weapons of their choice 

Would return from planet Terra 
With the laureled victor's prize. 

Grim and cruel shone the vestments 
Of the war god when replete, 

At his cry of death and terror, 
Victims fell beneath his feet. 

Fierce and treach'rous were his tactics. 
Foul his path with venomous breath. 

Fast increasing ghastly numbers 
Of his victims felled to death. 

Cupid took his old-time arrows 
And his bow of slender build. 

Sallied forth in all directions, 
Dextrous to apply his guild. 

For his trade dates back to Eden, 
When Adam in an evil trance. 

Felt the Love God's quivering arrow 
In his breast and lost his chance. 

Ever since the busy Cupid 
Plied his trad& unerring, sure. 

And in triumph showed the warrior 
The vast conquest of his tour. 

Both compared! the war god silent 
Looked to earth in mortal shame, 

It was true, love won the laurels, 
Cupid's victory was supreme. 
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New Year 



O blissful, happy year, our thanks to thee, 

Thoufirh but an atom of eternity! 
For in thy fligrht thou gravest happiness 

Of earthly beauty, souls content and bliss; 
Ne'er does thy pathway make a turn, or sways 

Duringr thy countless journey into space. 
Where sad oblivion becomes thy fate 

'Midst predecessors who thy call await. 
'Twas but a year, sent to the grave of time, 

A link of endless chain of space sublime 
Yet retrospective thou art still a part. 

Engraven in our memory and heart. 
Till joy anew with sorrows blended come 

Oft unannounced and swiftly to our home — 
A last farewell to thee, O parting year. 

The new a welcome, happy hopeful cheer! 
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Life's Alphabet 



Always — failure or success — 

Be its master under stress; 

Candor lifts to hierher planes, 

Dark and doubtful action stains,. 

Ever honest raise your li£rht, 

Fear no one, but fight for right. 

Give to all the needy poor. 

Help them from your surplus store. 

If your mind is dull with care. 

Join where music rends the air; 

Knight your soul in word and deed. 

Learn to hate the knave of greed. 

Master passion, curb its scope. 

Ne'er lose courage, always hope; 

Others faults treat curt and light. 

Plead with them and turn them right: 

Quiz not your fellow man's afCair, 

Remember yours and give it care; 

Stand for your right at any price. 

To beg it smells of cowardice. 

Use Judgment in all things of life. 

Vision means peace, while truth means strife. 

Win manhood and by honor steer 

Xanthippe's methods to their bier; 

Yield not to wrong, stand face to face. 

Zeal, honor, truth, defend your case. 
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A Teddy Ballad 



It's hig game that Teddy's after, 

Ab no one will doubt who's sane. 
For his tactics prove it all along the line. 

Scarcely through with subjugating 
The sharp and wily grafter 

He attacks the elemental, salty brine. 
For ti^rers, lions, elephants are toys in Teddy's mind. 

Since all-devouring sharks he put to rout. 
Hail to Teddy and the glory he with credit left behind 

Before he joined in Africa's big shoot! 

Here's to Teddy as a warrior. 

Hail to him as prince of peace. 
Hail to him, who never registered defeat!* 

May all game, however large. 
Prove to him as little barrier 

As the sharks he sent to sore and sure defeat. 
For tigers, lions, elephants are toys in Teddy's mind. 

Since all-devouring sharks he put to rout. 
Hail to Teddy and the glory he with credit left behind 

Before he joined in Africa's big shoot. 
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Silver Threads 



Oh, if a child but knew why a new silver thread 

Crept into mother's hair. 
Her Jovial face shows traces of despair, 
And father, care-worn, bows his weary head — 

But in his innocence the little tyrant flays 
His truest friend — ^he cares not, only plays 

And crys when throu^rh his whim 
The little card-house falls 

Whose beauty claim attention, fettered him; 
But traveling fast, these happy childhood days 

Pass over, duty demands its entrance to his plays. 
And minsrled thus, part duty and part play 

He spends some years — 
How swift they pass away! 

And ere he knows his truest friends are gone. 
Childhood is o'er — stem duty stays alone. 

Soon in his turn he notes with awful dread 
In his own hair a parents' silver thread — 

Thus time rolls on and ages pass away 
Without a change — 

Man's duty — childish play! 
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A Student's Song at Silver Age 



O youth, how my heart yearns for thee 

In hours of life's hard trial, 
Alas! All tears and revery 

Will not set back time's diaL 
Tempo passati youth and Joys, 

rm tossed by fate as children's toys, 
O yerum, yerum, yerum, 

O quae mutatio rerum! 

Now crowned with silver age I look 

Forward to fate's caprices. 
Past life reads like a story book. 

With doubtful interstices. 
Tempo passati Joy and thrall, 

Futurum holds the key to all, 
O yerum, yerum, yerum, 

O quae mutatio rerum! 

The college yell has died away 

On waves of life's stem missions. 
But dimly mind notes the array 

Of retrospective visions. 
Stem duty on the upper floor 

Stands sentinel at folly's door, 
O yerum, yerum, yerum, 

O quae mutatio rerum! 

Now doctor of philosophy, 

Once student of the muses, 
I've learned that life's maturity 

Detests what boyhood chooses. 
Tempo passati— do not ask — 

Manly I face my future's task, 
O yerum, yerum, yerum, 

O quae, mutatio rerum! 
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Twentieth Century Witchcraft 



Time's past when our old grandsires caught the witches 

And summarily condemned them to the pyre, 
For modern thought exalts such mystery's riches, 

Grants fame such witch instead of death by fire. 
Past is the time when by the tile hearth's fire 

Weird stories passed the rounds, that witches flew 
On broomsticks through the air to hold convention 

With satan and his soldiers' wicked crew. 
Many souls that thus were burned were sent to heaven, 

Many Judges passing sentence sent to hell. 
Many potentates of childish mind and fury 

From height's glory to obscure oblivion fell. 
Yea the skeptic mind must needs beware and tremble 

To say aught to witchery's depth in human mind, 
Whose will and strength sails flying through the ether, 

Laughing at what as witchcraft was defined. 
Lost myth of Daedalos — ^his fame and glory 

No more unique — our modern wizard's flight 
In truth excels the flight of Grecian story. 

Truth versus myth — ^ask Zeppelin or Wright. 
E'en the icy pole of the magnetic needle 

Could not forever guard its ice-bound doors 
Of hidden secrets against man's will and power. 

But yielded to man's visit at its shores. 
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His Last Decoration 



A youth in health and vigor, 

His grandsire old and gray, 
Walked to the churchyard side by side 

On Decoration Day! 
Once more the old time vigor 

Seemed to course the old man's veins. 
Once more his cane seemed out of place 

And his wound devoid of pains. 
Though part of him lies buried 

In Bull Rim's bloody plains, 
Today he finds forgetfulness 

Of the wounds that cause his pains. 
Their steps lead to the graveyard 

Where a mound's adorned with wreaths. 
And a modest flag is waving 

Over him who sleeps beneath. 
My boy, so spake the elder. 

This is my father's grave. 
Who fought and fell at Gettysburg, 

A soldier true and brave. 
His death left me an orphan, 

A cripple Bull Run's fray, 
And soon the drum's known signal 

Beats my last reveille; 
But while summons are suspended, 

I yearly come to pray 
Upon my father's resting place 

On Decoration Day. 
All Joys have long since left me. 

Life's but a weary drag. 
For of joyful thoughts I have but two^ 

"My medals and my flag." 
My false limb is growing heavy, 

I'm prepared all joys to waive. 
Promise, you'll next Decoration 

Lay a wreath upon my grave. 
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To Suffragettes 



A soulful woman, whose home her paradise, 

A reignins queen, discreet in her domain. 
Who doth not mix in idle gossip's folly. 

Emancipation finds in woman's sphere; 
As dutiful and brave a wife as mother, 

A radiating jewel of her sex. 
Disseminating sunshine bright and lustre 

Amongst her circle, sacred in its bonds; 
For in her hands the reins of life are given. 

Which latter unskilled hands to misery steer, 
A noble, tender, loving wife and mother. 

The soul of progress and a virtuous race, 
For woman holds the key to metamorphose 

Our earth into a heaven or a hell: 
To mold the children into men and women 

Is woman's arduous and most noble task. 
But as the battle cry, the hardship of defending 

Is men's, where nations fall and nations newly form. 
So also, noble woman, is the duty 

To choose their leaders but the right of men. 
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Modem Babel 



There was a city. Babel, with mighty world-wide fame. 

Whose denizens vied Jealously to glorify its name. 
But vile ambition's poisonous root cleft foul its cor- 
nerstone, 
The abyss of oblivion since holds Babel's fame and 
throne. 
Old Babel selfish, beautiful, Jerusalem the proud. 

Both clothed in ambition's, dissension's bloody shroud. 
Thy fall has taught thy children that glory will not flee 
From those whose cause is kept within true love and 
harmony. 
Selfishness swept our earth of yore, selfishness sweeps 
it now. 
Truth masked, concealed, for alms applies, while 
sweat flows from its brow. 
Civilization? Tell me where! the poisonous root still 
cleaves 
Its polyp arms around our globe — Old Babel breathes 
and lives. 
Our modem Babel still abides, the towers built with gold 
Are mortised with the builders' soul, the honor that 
was sold, 
^Confusion of the tongues has brought confusion of the 
heart. 
To which old Babel of renown is but a counterpart. 
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The Robber's Last Curse 



He stood on the highway with soul as dark 

As the midnight that was upon him. 
The rain fell in torrents and wetted him through 

But he knew not, nor heeded God's warning; 
For the traveler that he had selected for prey 

Would have to pass this lonely way. 
One hour had passed, he began to curse 

His bad luck and false calculation. 
He cursed all powers, all elements, God, 

In his wicked and desperate passion. 
When forthwith a flash of lightning revealed 

His victim, who to him for mercy appealed; 
But he pounced upon him with merciless wrath. 

When a prayer was heard: Gk)d help me! 
Then a shriek and a moan and then silence prevailed. 

Then a cheerful voice said: I thank thee! 
The next flash of lightning revealed the glad face 

Of the traveler's; the robber lay dead in disgrace. 



The Novel Reader 



For cow-boy fame our boys of late 

Display a strong desire, 
But come, when quenched is novel's fire, 

Back hungry on a freight. 



122 MORSE TELEGRAPH ALPHABET 



The Morse Telegraph Alphabet 



A. is the reverse of N, 

B likewise of V, 
C read backward makes our R 

And U reverses D; 
Two dots, one dash, one dot is Q, 

While X reverses that for you, 
E one short and single dot, 

T one dash has called its lot; 
F two dots, one dash in middle. 

Which to reverse would prove a riddle; 
G two dashes and one dot 

Knows of no opponent's plot, 
H has four dots, says our Morse 

While I owns one-half that force; 
J dash, dot, dash, dot may own 

And must, therefore, stand alone, 
K two dashes, dot in center. 

Read it backward if you venture; 
Li one dash Just like our T 

But in length stands five to three, 
M of two dashes is composed, 

O of dot, space, dot may boast; 
P has dots five in succession, 

S but three in equal fashion, 
W one dot, two dashes has claimed. 

Two dots, space, two dots Y was named, 
Z has four dots, three, space, one 

And completes this little run. 
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Deprivation Imperative and Undesired 



Temporary deprivation is necessary to render the 
mind capable of enjoyment and sensitive to beauty. 

Periodical deprivation Is necessary to remind the 
mind of its utter vanity and keep it normal. 

Continual deprivation tends to dull all organs of per- 
ception, renders the mind slugrgrish and indifferent, leads 
to melancholy or desperation. 

Cheer up! Dispel thy sorrow, 

Let destiny prevail. 
Thy star may shine tomorrow. 

While others theirs bewail; 
Be patient now, await 

In humbleness thy fate! 



The Star of Hope 



Of all the stars set In the sky 

So beautiful and grand. 
There's one too high for mortal eye. 

Invisible Its stand. 
And the most accomplished telescope 

Cannot discern the star of hope. 
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Equality 



Onward we struggle in our whirl of passion, 

Defying time, forgetting how so near 
We may be to our journey's last station. 

Where tears and joys cross hands upon the bier. 
'Tis that which makes our poverty a blessing, 

Where joys and miseries mixed in common dust 
Show no distinction, hatred or caressing. 

Alike appeal to hope, in future trust — 
And though our coffin be a precious jewel. 

Embalmed our body, gold and silk our dress, 
The humblest pine box is in truth a fuel 

Equal, the cotton wrapper not a farthing less. 
Tea, in this truth lies hardship's consolation, 

To know that death knows neither rich nor poor, 
Jewels and rags join hands in one last station. 

Without distinction pass the self-same door. 
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Love's Change 



I. 

My love in glorious lustre, 

Tra la la, 
Her smile compels me to trust her, 

Tra la la. 
Her diamonds and her eyes in heavenly accord 
Smite my heart and rob me of my sight and my word. 
But her twinkle grives me warning: of a two-edgred sword, 

Tra la la. 



But a two-edgred sword of such tender make, 

Tra la la. 
Cuts my sorrows in two and divides heart's ache, 

Tra la la. 
When her cherry lips declare that her heart is mine 
And the grlitter of her eyes sweet approval shine, 
I am seized by feelings tender which my heart cannot 
define, 

Tra la la. 

ni. 

The words are finally spoken, 

Tra la la. 
Exchanged are vow and token, 

Tra la la. 
Visions heavenly have flown and reality now reigns. 
With a voice full of tremble she declares I cause her 

pains, 
Her eyes now speak defiance and her lips words of 
disdain, 

Tra la la. 
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Baby's Lullaby 



I. 

Lullaby baby, the sandman has settled 
Onto your eyelids to ask you to peep 

Into the dreamland of Joys still unblended 
Where cares are unknown. 

Baby sleep, baby sleep! 

n. 

Laugrh In your sleep for I know that your vision 
Is guided unseen into temples of love. 

Where Jesus commands the spirit His Father 
At Jordan sent down 

On the wingrs of a dove. 

in. 

Guardian-angels hold watch at your cradle 
To steer all evil from your little home, 

True to their Master's word: "Suffer the children 
To come, for of such 

Is the kingdom to come." 
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The Balance of Success 



All success is based on figures, 

Careful added to the sum 
Of chiliads of tests well based on 

Laws of equilibrium. 
Watch your base while soarins: hlgrh. 

Keep your balance while you try! 
Some will rise above their level. 

But forsret they must preserve 
Balance, for in upward movements 

Merit takes the place of nerve; 
Once discovered they retreat — 

Debit on their balance sheet. 
Many airships calmly hidden. 

Strangers to the light and sun. 
Would have sailed had not their owners 

Failed to balance ere their run. 
Owners' glory, fame, renown. 

Lack of balance brought them down; 
Ships of state with skillful sailors 

Run smooth, braving storm and quake. 
Inmates trust the hands that guide them 

To the emblem: Watch and wake. 
Ships of state fearlessly steer 

With a proper balance gear. 
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The Voter's Plight 



Where shall I turn to find my choice, 

The voter solemn muses. 
If they confront me with the voice 

Of stale and old time uses. 
For hand-shakes, pledgres, filial love. 

Fraternal vows forever. 
Rusty from agre, have come to move 

My sentiments most clever. 
Some candidates in virtue strong:. 

And wise in calculation, 
Try to impress me with their song 

Of their Just aspiration. 
While others speak of prestige and 

Fraternal combinations. 
They grasp my poor, much shaken hand 

With trustful expectation. 
Some with their eye-teeth still uncut. 

Select as weapons for their hub. 
Unmindful of the ethic blot. 

The church, the school, the lodge, the club. 
The demagogue with smiling face. 

Shows friends the place where crosses 
Are made, to keep himself In grace 

And favor of his bosses. 
The pen, the hammer, square and plow, 

Regardless of their station, 
Are asked to take a hand and vow 

Lioyal affiliation. 
The local optionists decry 

Drink and contingent folly, 
While clandestine and on the sly, 

They hope to be just ••jolly." 
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The "wets" and "drys" work hand in hand 

To further their ambition. 
While vowing" solemnly to stand 

By promises and volition. 
Each sits upon his hobby-horse, 

To beat his fellow brother, 
With egros vim for good or worse, 

Forgetting nurse and mother. 
*Tis queer, this game of politics, 

rd rather be remote 
From all its faithlessness and tricks, 

Except to think — and vote. 



Vox Populi, Vox Dei! 



Campaign now o'er, the battle fought 

To climax; till some found the sought! 
Let none his spirit false beguile 

When fortune on his cause did smile. 
Forever and anon the chance 

Makes victims cruel of circumstance! 
Forget the circumstance, the cause, 

Forget the victory, the loss. 
Perdition to hostility. 

Within the ranks of G. O. P. 
Unite to old time harmony. 

Vox Populi, vox Dei! 
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Dedicated to 

Theodore Roosevelt 



Speak of heroes past and present, 

Minne-song and heraldry, 
Of the knlfirhts of shield and sabre 

In the days of chivalry. 
Masters were all times and ages, 

Some in warfare, some in peace. 
Wisdom flUins: history's pages 

Raised still others high to grace. 
But no case we find recorded. 

Where a hero great in war. 
With a martial spirit vested 

Shone as peaceful counsellor! 
Hail to Teddy as a warrior. 

Panoplied with acts of bliss. 
Hail the diplomat, the statesman. 

Above all his acts of peace. 
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Christmas Tidings 



Bethlehem, historic village 

Where our hopes took form and voice, 
Blessed art thou for just this choosing. 

Blessed who in thy cause rejoice — 
For the King whose life was patience, 

Thorns His crown, found there the loss 
Of His kingdom, with his scepter 

Of love, sacrifice and cross. 
Empires since have rose and vanished, 

Tombs enclose their swords and word, 
Bethlehem! thy King still liveth. 

Heaven and earth proclaim Him Lord! 
Up, rejoice, ye mundane children. 

Shed your gloom, tone up your mirth 
To extol your Lord and Master 

To extol His day of birth. 

A New Year 



On the vibratory wings 

Of midnight bell's somber tones 
Another year takes flight ne'er to return; 

In its wake the snow of age. 
Sorrow's pangs and youthful hope 

Intermingling to console those left to mourn. 
Cheer to all! Let sorrows vanish 

In the tomb prepared by time. 
And let destiny's great seal without a fear 

Close its portals; cheerful, hopeful 
Raise your voice in shouts of welcome 

To a new and prosp'rous, joyful happy year. 
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Happy New Year 



Farewell, old year! — ^the year whose dying knell 
Resounds at midnight from the steeple's bell 

Its last goodbye. 
Can we detain the hopes sealed in our hearts, 
Revive them ere the last bell-sound departs, 

To cease and die? 
Or must we yield our fondest hopes and waive 
Fulfillment to a cold oblivious grave 

Of luckless past? 
Ah, yes, we must! The trembling sound has fled. 
Midnight is o'er — ^a year of joy and dread — 

Its die is cast! 
Anew we hope to wrest from future's store 
Of treasures veiled, which cruel fate before 

Failed to bestow. 
Anew we hope, trust, labor and defend 
With vigorous zeal, restless to reach the end, 

Where blessings flow. 
Unblended Joy ne'er unto man was given. 
Humbly we bow to the decree of heaven. 

Content and safe. 
Let blighted hope seek its reward in heaven. 
Adieu, old year of nineteen hundred seven — 

Hail nineteen hundred and eight. 
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A Dream 



Morpheus engulfed me and where ne'er a mortal 

Had set his foot not cast his eyes upon 
My vision opened mystery's unsolved portal, 

Night's weakness conquered by a glorious dawn. 
Enraptured I enquired: May I expect 

To enter here if records prove me worthy? 
^'Where is thy pride?" So spake the portal's keeper. 

Thy earthly arrogance, superior smile 
That fed thee till the unrelentless reaper 

Taught thee that earthly arrogance is vile? 
l^ould'st thou in spirit now beg for the grace 

Which, when in flesh, thy stubbornness denied? 
Whining I begged, may not thy mercy's power 

Forgive, what blindness from my sight concealed 
To thus prefer the thistle to the flower, 

Till when too late, truth to me was revealed: — 
And stern, yet mild a voice In whispers spoke. 

When Morpheus left me trembling — ^I awoke! 
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The Cottage in the Forest 



In a cool and shady cottage 

Kissed by virgin forest trees, 
Many happy honrs I spent in leisure, 

Nature's whispers my sweetest treasure; 
Free from care, my mind at peace. 

II. 

Far removed from envy's torture, 
Robin's song moved me to tears. 

Mystic whispers held me calm and spell-bound» 
Peace and joy in every note's sound 

Conquered care, repelled all fears. 

ni. 

Calm at mind, hallucinations 

Vanished; truth majestic, grand 
Dawned upon me more than words yet spoken^ 

Spirit's whispers pointed to the token 
Of a ruling yet unseen hand. 

IV. 

Wounds once caused by envy's arrows 
Since were healed by nature's balm. 

Mystery's whispers everywhere around me 
Teach me life's most short and fickle folly, 

'Tis this cottage where my heart grows calm. 
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Envjr's Folly 



Why all this ravingr, contention and noise, 

Look up, the reaper is comins:. 
He's swinerins: his scythe, I hear his voice, 

And his call puts an end to all roaming. 
Then why all this hatred when reaper's call 

Can dictate at will his "Peace to all;" 
Why endless commotion and bitter strife 

For things destined to decay 
When one single stroke of the reaper's knife 

May convert into night sunny day? 
Why envy of vanquished or victor's pride 

When the reaper may lay them side by side? 
So help your neighbor to rise when he falls. 

Do not envy where fortune has beckoned. 
To him first, when you have encountered some squalls 

Whose coming you never had reckoned. 
Disappointment or fortune, conquest or fall. 

The smallest coffin can hold them all. 
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Unsuccessful 



Up the spirit soars to mansions, 

Down to huts, to filth and mire. 
To determine gaug[e and distance 

Between wealth and low attire. 
True, the difference seems vastly 

Impressed, luxury and glare 
In the one, gloom in the other. 

Lowliness, dependence, care. 
In the mansions Joy and leisure. 

Ne'er a thought of need or care. 
Dignity with gain or pleasure 

Stamp the conversations there. 
In the hut words of contention 

Over bread as yet unearned — 
Bitter words for treasure wanting 

And for lessons still unlearned — 
Yet the unearned bread makes muscle. 

Sharpens wit and spices life. 
Overcomes in giant struggle 

Fate, misfortune, care and strife. 
While the gourmand in his mansion 

Sits with dull, encumbered mind 
Studying on plans redemptive 

For his useless, care- free grind. 
Side by side these creatures wander. 

One to work and one to play. 
One to suffer, one to squander. 

Care-worn one, the other gay. 
One in rav'nous meditation. 

One in sore unreached desire. 
Neither happy in his station. 

Should we venture to inquire. 
All is naught; each ship must travel 

On its own mysterious wave. 
Brave the weather, to unravel 

Life, we steer to death and grave. 
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The Spurious Keystone 



Some architects, outcasts in their profession 

Once built a house, shaped after novel mold. 
Which on the draft was splendid to behold; 

The mystic castles of Arabian nights 
Paled into dust before such splendor's virtue; 

Nothing amiss in their progressive march 
To glory, sought a keystone for their arch; 

The keystone found, they locked with childish glee 
This arch, to hide away the portal's key — 

But in their haste to build this hopeful structure 
They overlooked lack of foundation's strength, 

Imperative to add endurance's length. 
And left to future this important feature. 

Yet who should be the one to hold the key. 
The serious question now arose amongst them, 

Whom shall we trust to be the master here? 
Dissenters from their caste, each one aspired 

To stand aloft and make himself admired; 
The wily politician and the preacher 

Each claimed superior right to hold the key 
Based on his wisdom of diplomacy; 

The cunning lawyer and the man of letters 
Smiled at the chance to hold this key in fetters. 

The style was old, not true reform, but envy 
Mingled with greed for money, power and fame 

That urged each architect in his own claim. 
Did Babel ever finish his great tower 

To lift his architects to fame and power? 
While wrangling who should be the structure's master 

A cra,sh was heard — the keystone burst in twain* 
The structure scattering over hill and plain; 

All fled to seek the wisdom of their master 
Whom Judas-like they had sought to betray; 

The ruins still lie scattered on the desert 
There to repose till resurrection day. 

The golden calf had found its master Moses, 
False virtue seldom walks on beds of roses. 
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Ok, So Soon ! 



With a few little lauerhters, a few little tears 

To break our monotonous lives, 
We sail till our life-boat arrives 

With its mixed load of joys and fears, 
Never to stop till the rest biddiner pier 

Kindles our hope and lessens our fear. 

Tear stained we come and tear stained we leave 

The station we call our abode. 
Our sorrows and Joys to pack and unload 

'Midst the freierht of hope and retrieve, 
Yeaminer to find the end of the chain 

Of Joys, aftlictions and pain. 

Coffin and cradle, so near yet so far 
Apart, when we measure its span 

Of distress, disappointment and pain. 
Ere we see blessed hope's doors ajar — 

Yet remorse, disappointment and fear 
Yield to hope within sierht of the bier. 
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The Pessiniist 



Life is a desert, 

Desolate, hopeless, 
Parching the path 

To the oasis of hope; 
Death- dealing simoons. 

Bedouins in armor. 
Ever ready to strike 

When one tries to elope. 
Few, only few 

Reach the oasis in safety. 
Most of them fall 

Exhausted, alone; 
Hopeless abandoned 

By those who are stronger. 
Who in their mad flight 

Turn deaf ears to their moan. 
But even the few 

Who through pitiless racing 
O'er the heads of their brethren 

Arrive out of breath; 
Derive but short pleasure 

From filling their measure — 
Exhaustion precedes 

But the cold draught of death. 
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Happy Hour 



Oh blissful happy hour, my thanks to thee. 

Though but an atom of eternity! 
For in thy flight I dream'd of happiness. 

Of earthly beauty; soul's content and bliss; 
Thy pathways never make a turn nor sways 

During thy countless journey into space. 
Where sad oblivion becomes thy fate 

'Midst predecessors who thy call await. 
'Twas but an hour sent to the grave of time. 

A link of endless chain of space sublime! 
Yet retrospective thou art still with me 

Pinned to my heart in joyful memory 
Of one whose picture lives forevermore 

For me; that's why I bless thee, hour of yore. 



Day and Night 



If obscurity is conquered by light. 

Day must be stronger than the night. 
Yet when night spreads its pall over hill and dale 

The power of the day must fail; 
They both endeavor hard to stay 

When fighting for supremacy, 
Alternately they conquer. 

Now which of them is stronger? 
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At Night 



When my babies rest In slumber, 

■Quiet reigrns about the house. 
When a weary day's last number 

Of its proerram has been played. 
Thoughts dispersed and idly scattered 

Re-assemble in their place 
To perform their given function. 

New to take their form and face. 
To review the din and clatter 

Of the little ones at play. 
We feel happiness in darkness. 

Kiss sun's last departing ray — 
After all — ^all human bliss 

Lies in restful, quiet peace. 



Youth and Age 



Side by side youth's pranks and folly 

Travel into regions where 
Age and introspection planted 

Danger signals of despair. 
Yet within apparent circles 

Of safety, age goes to sleep. 
Palling victim to the trifles 

Agile bounds of youth escape. 
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My Own Treasure 



I am the owner of a treasure 

Secret hidden in a place 
Where no human eye can trace 

Its concealment; duringr leisure 
I hehold its charm and rest 

In its future blessed embraces. 
See reflected in its graces. 

Love and bliss and comfort's crest- 
Giant-like it stands above, 

Over happy hours or strife. 
In our changeful, fickle life. 

This rich jewel, 'tis our love — 
And from life we simply learn 

Love is but an humble slave 
Who revives; and brings to grave 

Those who silent, vainly yearn — 
Lord receive our poor petitions. 

Let thy cheering, warming sun 
Cause our hearts to beat as one. 

Blending life's supreme ambitions. 
Plant in those in whom affection 

We've reposed, a loving heart. 
To return to us in part 

Life's most noble earthly gift. 
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Anxious 



I. 

Tell me darlinfir, when our sky looks dreary. 
Overshadowed seems hope's only star, 

All our joys seem buried under worry, 
Visions dark swinsr future's gates ajar. 

Will you then, oh darling! tell me true. 
Cling to me until the sky turns blue? 

II. 

Till the threatening clouds are burst asunder. 
Vivid light beams on our heads descend, 

Far away the roaring, growling thunder 
Ceases; melting in harmonious blend, 

Tell me darling, tell me if our fate 
Cruelly tests our patience; can you wait? 

III. 

Tell me darling, if distressing chapters 

In our book of life demand a space, 
Sweet and bitter interchange as captors 

Of the prices in our tiresome race; 
Answer truly, should our destiny 

Be averse; will you then cling to me? 

IV. 

Tell me darling, will you still be near me. 

When all others coldly turn away — 
Will your words, your smiles still guide and cheer me. 

Help me bear the burden of dismay? 
Answer me, oh darling, will at last 

During hours of trial your love stand test? 
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The Chiliasts 



with pious thoughts a little band, 

'Twas eigrhteen hundred and three, 
Left Wurtemberg, their fatherland. 

Pilgrims to liberty; 
Their chlliastlc creed and zeal 

Forced them to bid their homes farewell, 
In foreign land to serve the Lord 

To emulate His deeds and word. 
And In their hearts, so simple, naive, 

A fire of passion burned, 
A fire that conquers death and grave, 

Sole for seclusion yearned; 
To wait, prepare, prepare, await 

The coming of the Lord In state; 
Who'd make of humble hearts His peerft 

To reign with Him one thousand years; 
Unbounded strength their common zeal. 

Instilled within their cause. 
Their spirit moved from hill to dale. 

In wheels less rust or moss; 
Yet oft their frugal bill of fare 

Comprised but water, bread and prayer 
For strength to hold their station 

And overcome temptation. 
Amidst such fortitude of mind. 

Concentrate in its alms. 
The wealth of heaven and earth combined 

Took root and staked its claims; 
Their patriarchal joy to see 

Their brethren in prosperity 
Invoked God's bliss from Heaven above. 

In ties of harmony and love. 
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But lo, grim death called them to rest, 

Unostentatious sleep! 
No flower, no tombstone marks their crest — 
No mourners left to weep. 
The last of George Rapp's "Harmony" 

Sleeps peaceful in Sconomy, 
How long? — Should selflsh greed uncurbed 

Prevail, their rest will be disturbed! — 
Alas, poor Rapp, your pious pact 

Fell victim to the snares — 
Of evil eyes prone to detract 

Its spirit into theirs. 
They've sold the motto most admired 

And wealth by humble sweat acquired — 
With sacred zeal, is stamped in woe — 

A communistic fiasco. 

But hark! the mill of equity 

With motion steady, slow, 
Grinds grain by grain in harmony 

And yields just — "as ye sow" — 
A heart inured to villainy 

Is sure to find its destiny 
Among the chaff of rot and mould 

Famelessly wrapped in filth of gold. 
Woe to the knaves! who shameless, bold 

Betrayed their sacred trust. 
Sold conscience, God and truth for gold 

Killed honor's claim with lust. 
Curse will pursue their deeds and name. 

Just nemesis will hunt their shame 
And promulgate where'er they be 

Their godless deeds and infamy. 



146 VIVAT CUBAt 

VivatCaba! 

(This son^ was written in 1897, one year 
prior to the sinkingr of the Maine.) 



Vivat Cuba! Liet not thy couraere waver. 

Fighting mi^ht with Justice and risrbt; 
Never cease in thy noble endeavor — 

SeekinfT freedom from tyranny and nis:ht. 
Strength quite frequent is found in small numbers 

Who grasp tight a sword at proper time. 
But if just be their cause it encumbers 

Despotism; and makes liberty sublime. 

Chorus. 

Then down with despotism's hallucination. 
Who with sword's point keep down equal rig:ht. 

Force tradition's dark interpretation 

Upon minds which are craving for light. 

2. 

Fellow-feeling with sacrifices bounden 

Are with thee in this glorious fight. 
All republics feel keen thy brave struggle 

For relief; and thy clamor for right. 
Then persist patriots! and forever 

Be your names to posterity known — 
Battle firm; let your arms never waver 

Tin your country, your right is your own. 

Chorus. 

Then down with, etc. 

3. 

Rise and prosper! Master stale superstition 
Which with might seeks to banish the right; 
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Cast aside all unfounded tradition. 
Conquer all, causing liberty's blight! 

Rise! Enjoy independence forever — 
Lift thy flag with: "Cuba is free!" 

Join the shout of thy sister republics — 
Divine is the word libertjM 

Chorus. 

Then down with, etc. 



America's Fourth 



Hoist the flag! let Zephyr gently move it. 

Not as a symbol of the tyrant's mighty word. 
Not as a war cry, stirring those assembled 

To fltful acts of carnage, waste and sword; 
Nor yet as vengeance, to those once deluded 

In its firm strength, whose fierce onslaughts it braved 
Unshaken; till its stars and stripes and glory 

Stamped out the tyrants, its own freedom saved. 
Inscribe the words: These stars and stripes of freedom 

Were chosen not for strife, but unity and peace 
For all the world; and emblem to all peoples 

Who peacefully in its design acquiesce. 
Wave and proclaim to Cosmo's many children: 

"Wherever is the fiag of Stars and Stripes unfurled 
Serfdom must cease, and liberty is welding 

The chain of right to encompass the world." 
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Confession 



I. 
I love thee, yes! 

Oh! What a world of meaninsr. 
What volumes sweet 

Contain those little words! 
A paradise with srolden fruits and splendor 

Is meaningless compared with words so tender. 

n. 

I love thee, yes! 

For what thou art — that treasure 
In womanhood 

That knows no trifling peer 
Where riches fain would try to reach its goal 

Its utter scope of worship would extol. 

m. 

I love thee, yes! 

And beggarly I pray thee 
Return to me 

What I but gave thee first — 
Engulfed with pleasure at thy sweet embraces — 

I yearning suffer with thy fond caresses. 

IV. 
I love thee, yes! 

Within this love is buried 
My happiness. 

That gives to life its worth — 
Alas for me if fate's oft cruel notion 

Should not return this unselfish devotion. 

V. 

I love thee, yes! 

And ties of love are stronger 
Than earth itself — 

Good cheer infiates my heart, 
For in thy glances I have* read the token 

Of silent words thy loving heart has spoken* 



FAREWELL 149 



Farewell 

(Translated from the German.) 



Farewell, farewell my peaceful home, 
Since sorrowful from thee I roam. 

Though pains of sadness sting my heart 
For lands unknown I must depart. 

n. 

Farewell, farewell my country fair. 
Where joys and pleasure banish care. 

Whose tutorship and care for me 
Still grateful moves my memory. 

III. 

Farewell, farewell, dear to my heart. 
From whom In sadness I depart; 

If fortune's lot be at my call. 
Sweet recollections greet you all. 



Jjemm my lad. tbe dearesc tnmmm 
In lifers &ck:e. cbaLs«efaI trend 

Is not liclies^ nor yet leisvre. 
But tbe true heart of a friend. 



Tme wisdoin ooocealed 
Is isnormnce reresled. 



If action, speech, precedes the thoasht 
In manr cases wrons is wiousht. 



A mortals^ emotion 
Is lilce the briny ocean, 
SUHinin^ calming, 
"Wonnding. balming. 



The dearer one loves it. 

The greater the sin 

Tliat one will commit to redeem it. 



Liilce the days of yore 

There's many more in store. 

The recipe witliin our liands is placed 

With its prescription undefaced; 

Compliance with it, strict application 

Leads to Utopia's restoration. 
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Prophylactic agencies 
Save many fees. 



A post-mortem examination of innocence 
Exposed the weakness of flesh. 



Do not sigh, when you try* 
When your die is cast; 
If you sigh, when you try. 
Lose all faith and cheer. 
You will purpose naught 
But hasten to the bier. 



Money makes, takes 

Man is its maker, taker 

With it he rules, and spurns to ambition 

Of gaining It faster. 

Till in turn It conquers him, becomes his master. 



Habit frequent dominates 
Physical and mental traits. 



When thy heart bleeds, let thy tongue speak. 



Value of lands is determined by the value of the people 
occupying it. 



If an industrious man sets his foot 
Upon desert lands, flowers will bloom. 
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Eive's dauirhters differ from their mother. 
If one snake don't bite 
They will search for another. 



Many sons are like their father Adam — 
Rather than to resist their Eves and hght. 
They will bite. 



The difference between Monarchical and Republican 
kleptomania is the form of government. 



To make friends is an easy matter. 
But to retain them is an higher art. 
For with the cause of friendship they'll depart. 



Truth is like a blind beggar at a street corner — ^ignored. 



His poverty roused no sympathy. 

He was driven from place to place. 

The world owes me a living, said he. 

And for it I will race. 

He continued to race till his vigor had fled 

To charity's bounty — ^an earthen bed. 



Ask me for apology — 
Then you know 'tis you 

Who restored the harmony 
Dissolved all envy's glue. 



A retrograde's policy is like a crab 
Backwards bound for mire or sand. 
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To return with grace what with heart has been given, 

Is the sequel of love that is given in heaven, 
Yea, a gift e'er so small in true friendship and honor 

Bestowed, forms the link 'twixt recipient and donor. 
But woe to the snake who with two-forked smooth 
speeches 

Drowns the warning of conscience and sophistry 
preaches. 
Though smooth the delivery it is safe to predict 

Its disgraceful ending and tlnal verdict, 
The ingrate's true garb, foul heart and fair face 

May deceive for a time, but is doomed to disgrace. 



Loneliness of man, so spake the Lord, 

Is not well; 
We took him at His word. 

Hence Eve was made. 
But in the first fought fray 

With Adam she cast up; 
I'm not of clay — 

And Adam non-plussed thus lost his first 
laurel — 
'Twas ne'er restored — 

To his lost rib, in quarrel. 



I owned a friend, 

In silence he'd pursue 
All words I spoke, and every act I'd do, 

Yet he would never speak a word of praise. 
I had an enemy 

Whose glibly tongue 
Would praise my errors, eulogize my wrong, 

Frequent devoid of reason, sense or base. 
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Ask me not my friend my cause of sorrow, 

Seek not depths concealed In pathos mlst^ 
Rest In hope of a new dawn tomorrow, 

Clad In lustre of an amethyst; 
For with laurels crowned a priceless token 

Overwhelms my heart with cruel pain, 
Words unuttered once have now been spoken. 

And the archfiend, lie, been pierced and slain. 
Though Satan's weapon, lie, in fragments shattered, 

Lies powerless, in lonesome, dark retreat. 
Yet a bleeding heart feels torn and tattered 

When truth to throttle, lie shows vain conceit. 



Though in oceans of worry my life ship sails, 

Dark storms to weather and brave. 
Though design may stumble, intention fails 

With no seeming sign of relief; 
I still rejoice while in sympathy 

Some dear one thinks of and feels with me — 
Oh pilot of hope, we pray thee steer 

Our ship out of oceans of dread and despair. 



Many are the Philistines who, cemented to the coat- 
tail of demagogues, try to climb the ladder of fame, but 
who, when their insidious idol changes front and face, 
descend, claiming this procedure to be part of their 
calculations. 



It is neither manful nor creditable to deceive, for the 
snake long before us did the same in the Garden of 
Eden. 



Put a double-faced person under the proper test and 
invariably he will prove a coward at heart. 



APHORISMS 155 



There's many a rose that blooms in the dark, 
Its beauty o'erwhelmed by usurious weeds. 

And Its fragrance absorbed by its poison; 
Yet imploring it shows in its withering look 

That even while dying its virtue shall bloom 
And be spiced with sweet fragrance of deeds. 



There's nothing wisdom builds without foundation, 
and our great universe proclaims its laws. 



The oak bows in submission 

To the cyclone of the north, 
It trembles, sighs and mutters, 

And plaintive ballads utters — 
But thou, O man, of pride and arrogance. 

With naught but vanity in and about thee. 
The smallest limb could lift and weigh thy form, 

Speak'st of defiance! 



<#> 



Hope's Evergreen 



I. 

Thrust into the cradle, whence I do not know, 
Nor why, nor yet the purpose this be so— 
'Twas years before the light of reason came 
And told me I was bom for weal or woe: 

II. 
Weal? scarcely such, for I was taught to pray 
For sins committed long before my day, 
Censors and teachers showed my frailty's cause 
Taught me that bom in sin, I live to pray: 

ni. 

Pray for the sins of ages passed away 
And CO -unfortunates when I've returned to clay — 
'Tis clay and birth, and darkness, prayer and clay. 
Ah, is there one who'll take this veil away? 

IV. 
Thus born in sin, I'm helpless to attain 
The virtue Adam held, before his stain; 
Helpless I try to raise such fetters* weight 
From cradle to the grave they cause me pain. 

V. 

I'm shown afar a land idyllic fair, 
Beyond man's vision — ^yet they say, it's there; 
Hope and believe, my child, the teacher says. 
Salvation lies in work, belief and prayer. 

VI. 
Where careless minds in bodies useless dwell. 
The path they travel paves the road to hell, 
Devoid of conscience, aimlessly they reach 
The height where folly muses to bewail. 
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vn. 

Scarce six years old, I am enrolled in schools. 
There to prepare my own salvation's tools, 
For many years to study and to errind 
The axe that cuts the path to my own iroals: 

vm. 

And struggling I may straddle life-ship's wave, 
Successful, aye, e'en to the brink of grave. 
Yet as I rise to life's most highest goal 
The question uppermost is, am I safe? 

IX. 

If ashes goes to ashes, dust to dust 
And sins prenatal vile upon me thrust 
Becloud my Joy, I fling life's sting away 
And sip its sweet — ^future fpr hope and trust: 

X, 

If wickedness supreme holds power's control 
To whom the weak and humble must pay toll 
Unwilled or voluntary, 'twould be farce 
To yield and bow, or be a master's fool. 

XI. 

Nay, nay, 'tis hope if but a sprig so small. 
Keeps virtue up and us from vice and fall; 
Hope of reward oft turns our scale of life — 
A farce our life, if grave should cover all. 

xn. 

Of friendship I heard unalloyed and strong 

Boasting defiance to a world of wrong — 

On scrutiny a superficial film 

Of gold was all on which their hearts were hung. 
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xm. 

And from this film they scraped from day to day 

To pave their way into eternity. 

One film grave out, the true exposure came, 

Alas for friendship and sweet charity! 

XIV. 

If lifeless gold is all the short-lived sum 
Of life we know, of life which is to come, 
Surround your heart, your head, your soul with gold 
Ere darkness calls your flesh to dust and home. 

XV. 

If earthly power and glory is the end 

Of life, and cash the only trustful friend. 

For power, for wealth, for glory let me strive, 

Hope to the fool — ^for me joy without blend! 

XVI. 

Great words of wisdom history's case enrich. 
Uttered in faith, which seekers may beseech — 
Yet all agree on "Dust to dust" and hope 
Belief and hope — Faith tell we which is which? 

XVII. 

If love lasts but a carnal space of time, 
'Tis folly to clothe it in prose or rhyme, 
'Tis waste of labor — wrong to have been born — 
If hope expires, if love is not sublime! 

XVIII. 

Thus let no one, if e'er his hair so gray 

Command attention, tell me of decay 

Of life as long as hope's green sprig 

Adorns the graves of friends returned to clay! 
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XIX. 

And if the mole, the fox, the wolf should be 
Man's honored idol of philosophy. 
Then sinner grrasp and steal life's noblest gifts, 
Heed neither moral, law nor modesty. 

XX. 

Worship God Bacchus — fill your golden plate 
With food delicious for your stomach's sate — 
Why should an atom's pleasure thus escape 
Unused, if life is but a sinful bait? 

XXI. 

Revel in wine, in dice, in love's embrace 

Of woman soulless but with golden face. 

Lift up the cup, till, with exhaustion sheer 

The poor flesh quivers 'neath such weight of pace. 

xxn. 

Play dice with honor, plunge with passions wild 
Into this world that's hopeless and defiled. 
Laugh at posterity, at duty's call 
Of country, parent, honor, wife or child! 

xxin. 

And yet a lustrous, brilliant, guiding star 
Sheds mystery unsolved, quietly from afar, 
In vain I swallow wisdom's deepest draught 
Of life and death! Mystery keeps me at par. 

xxrv. 

I've asked the sea who to it life has given. 

The earth, the clouds when clear, when thunder-riven. 

Dumb as the seal on Revelation's book, 

They answer not, but silent point to heaven. 
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XXV. 

I asked tbe sod, tbe moon, the stam In turn 
By whoee direction they revolve and bum. 
From luatre's silence I obtain reply — 
"Go hiflrher, if our aecrets thoa wonldst learn!** 

XXVL 

My words addressed to trees, the lucid sky. 
Re-echoed vacancy In their reply, 
I asked the wind, who gave it motion, power. 
Which, sweeping onward, answered with a sigh! 

xxvn. 

From garden's hedge the sweetest scent arose. 
Carnation bowing to a crimson rose. 
Upon my quest: "Who has endowed you thus?*' 
Their fragrant answer was a sweet repose. 

xxvra. 

I sought Confucius In his ancient days, 
I went to Greece's, Egypt's, Rome's old lays. 
Yet all my search was vain, as also theirs. 
All seeking truth in their respective ways. 

XXDC 

I asked the man of science, who would say: 
"A man, when dead, returns to dust and clay;" 
About his soul, "Unfathomed is this quest,*' 
Still undiscovered in philosophy! 

xxx. 

To (Sod's own servant I betook my grief. 

To give of life and death a lucid brief. 

Yet sorrowful his eyes to heaven sent 

He answered: ''Proof ? What proof? Believe! Believe! 
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XXXI. 

The knot of aires, still uncleft defies 
Man's wisdom, for unravelinsr it, he dies, 
To leave it as he- found it, to bestow 
Upon his kin the wherefores and the whys. 

XXXII. 

Ah, yes! the cruel knot where sages' wit 
Falls helpless to the bottom of the pit — 
Philosophers and saints, I thank you all — 
Life's true solution follows its exit! 

XXXIII. 

On, on my soul, rejoice — don't let me mourn, 
Should life unknown to lifeless dust return. 
No power for good can on its slave impose 
A penalty on who in sin was born. 

XXXIV. 

If this our world is to prepare the sum 
To be unraveled in the world to come, 
A heaven merciful can't shut its door 
Against a sinner, sightless, deaf and dumb. 

XXXV. 

Daily a leaf falls from our tree of life, 
Some yellow, wilted from a storm -tossed strife, 
Some verdant, fresh as laurels at their best, 
If hope survives, who dreads the reaper's knife? 

XXXVI. 

Then why alarmed, if we again to dust 
Return, like iron, to its foe, the rust. 
Look how the rose's beauty wilts and dies. 
To rise again, an unknown power of trust! 
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XXXVII. 

Live and be merry, for who knows ere night, 

The rose of yesterday may sink iii blisrht, 

Arise with firmness to your duty's task, 

An unseen power will Judge 'twixt wrong and right! 

XXXVIII. 

Smile *midst your tears, forever banish hate, 
Since sin and hope composes human fate; 
Appeal to the unseen, the flower of love. 
Who in His mercy opens Heaven's gate! 

XXXIX 

And if my grave, as yet unknown, should bear 
The footprint of a friend's hopeless despair. 
Let one last sprig of hope grow from my crest 
To touch his soul with hope's mysterious sphere! 

XL. 

And if such friendship tearful lays a wreath. 
On me, then clay, unfeeling underneath* 
Lift, friend, thy lace in prayer for faith and hope* 
'Tis all I left you — all I could bequeath I 
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